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1 . Chapter 1 

**I don't own anything. All the characters belong to Kurt Sutter. I'm 
just playing with his toys. ** 

**Okay, I have no idea where this story came from. It popped into my 
head and wouldn't leave. I've already got about seven more chapters 
written, so depending on the reaction. I'll post the rest. I don't 
think I want to post a story that no one's reading. I'm not saying I 
want a hundred reviews by X date or I'll delete it. I ' d be happy with 
one. If one person's reading. I'll post it for that person.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>l. Weird<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>They had lost a lot to go legit. The clubhouse was still being 
rebuilt and Wendy had sold them the property on the cheap. They 
didn't know what she'd done with the house, but it was all over and 
done with and things were quiet. It was strange for him, living a 
mundane existence where there weren't shots being popped off or 
retaliation needing to be dealt. He missed it, but he liked that he 
didn't have to worry about getting locked up anymore. Diosa Norte and 
Red Woody made him enough money on top of the shop that he didn't 
need to worry about money as much as he thought he would. It was just 
the boredom and the quiet that was a nuisance. So he spent all his 
time fixing cars and building bikes and watching life in Charming by 
at an agonizing pace. And he wondered idly if it was time to go 
Nomad . <p> 



Venus Van Dam handled the paperwork in the office and she was good at 
it. She was also miles friendlier than Gemma and they had a lot of 
repeat customers that he attributed to her. Things seemed much less 
dramatic now that she was here. And cleaner. And more organized. He 
was surprised by how much that had reduced his stress level. And 
because of Venus, Tig had stepped up and work got done on time and 
there was an actual schedule. Tig liked to bitch about giving him 
overtime and he just scowled and went back to work as if it hadn't 
happened. Happy was one of their more reliable and talented 
mechanics, he didn't worry about not getting overtime. Besides, Tig 
spent most of his time dealing with the business side of Diosa. Sure, 
Lyla and Venus made sure that the girls were happy and that customers 
were getting what they wanted, but Tig made sure they weren't getting 
roughed up and he actually took the time to talk to the girls like 
they were people now instead of just a bunch of pussy. 

Chibs spent a lot of time going between Red Woody and Diosa Norte 
with Alvarez. That was a friendship he had never expected. The pair 
weren't going to go golfing on the weekends, but sometimes Alvarez 
asked about things like Kerrianne's desire to come stateside for 
college and he realized that the two weren't just doing business 
anymore. And then one day Alvarez asked how Lyla and the kids were 
and he figured it was probably time he actually started paying 
attention more. Chibs bagging Opie ' s Old Lady was something he would 
not have seen coming in a million years. He had to wonder how that 
went down. But Chibs never talked about it and nobody ever asked. 

It wasn't that he gave a particular shit about their personal lives. 
Rat and his Old Lady had broken up and made up so many times he just 
assumed they were "off" until the fucker finally slapped a crow on 
her ass. Quinn and Montez . . . well , he didn't give a shit what they 
did. Chuck was still Chuck. Everything just kept going after Jax 
died. It just went at a snail's pace. A really slow, half dead 
snail's pace. 

He hadn't killed anyone in months. It made him antsy. And that always 
made him the feel the intense urge to clean something. As a 
consequence of the slow pace of smalltown life finally overtaking 
their MC business as well. Happy and most of the other guys spent 
their time downtown on the strip watching cars pass while they sat at 
the bar or in the booths watching Chuck dish out ice cream cones and 
sundaes to the locals who had grown brave enough to enter. He'd built 
up a nice little clientele. Brooke was always nearby to help and it 
was because of her that for awhile they'd had a small posse of 
rebellious skateboarding teenagers who ' d needed to be put in their 
place when the third one had grabbed her ass. Rat had snapped the 
boy's finger at the local skate park when they rolled up to them one 
night before family dinner. 

But the most noticeable patron at Scoops was a dog. A big, ugly, 
overly friendly dog that always showed up around lunch and didn't 
leave the front of the shop until late afternoon. Tig had been the 
first to notice and had asked about it while they all eyed it warily 
until Brooke had taken a large dish of vanilla soft-serve out to it 
and scratched it behind the ears as it made short work of the ice 
cream. After the novelty of the sight wore on for about a week, the 
other brothers stopped being so amused by it and went back to hitting 
on the MILFs that dared enter the shop while they were there. 



The MILFS enjoyed the attention, he knew that. Hell, he'd fucked one 
while her kids were at soccer practice just last Thursday. Hearing 
her scream and moan like she'd never been so thoroughly fucked while 
he could hear birds chirping and people mowing their lawns while some 
fucking talk show droned on in the living room was new and a nice 
change of pace. He fucked her dirty on the kitchen floor again the 
next day and then after that, it was like it never happened. That was 
another new thing he kind of liked; women who didn't cling to him 
after they did the deed. Charming MILFs took it for the fuck it was 
and left it at that. Sure, they smirked at you when you passed them 
on the street, but that was it. It was like "Fight Club"-you didn't 
mention that shit. 

But the dog, that was different. Happy kept a semi-close eye on it. 

It always disappeared around the same time every day, like it 
followed a damn schedule. He'd just get up from his spot by the door 
and saunter back up the street and they wouldn't see him again until 
the following day. He never showed up on weekends, either. 

"Where do you think he goes," Chuck asked. Happy didn't even bother 
to look at him. "The fuck should I know?" And that was the end of 
it . 

And it was suddenly out of sight and out of mind for him for the next 
five weeks as he buried himself in work at Teller-Morrow. He'd gotten 
tired of the MILFs quicker than expected and realized it was because 
he'd tapped most of them. He'd seen a couple of bitches argue out on 
the street like they were in the parking lot behind the gym back in 
high school and those types of fights only happened when the bitches 
were fighting over a guy. And unlike the crow-eaters he fucked, he 
was always glaringly sober when he fucked MILFs. And he'd always 
fucked both of them. Putting two and two together wasn't hard. They'd 
figured out they were all tossing their dick-sucking smirks at the 
same guy. 

So, there he was at Teller-Morrow, working an honest living for the 
first time in his life and hating every moment of it. 

He became vaguely aware of a car door closing somewhere in the 
parking lot followed by the click of Venus' heels on concrete as she 
came out of the office while fanning herself with a clipboard. Tig 
came to stand next to her as he wiped grease of his hands. Tig was 
strangely protective of Venus in a way that he was only ever 
protective of his one remaining daughter and he doted on her in the 
most pussy-whipped way Happy had ever seen. But they made sense and 
he could dig that. Plus, Venus had a flowery way of speaking that was 
always very calming and motherly and that seemed like something Tig 
needed . 

So Tig coming to back Venus up when new customers arrived was not 
something new. "Happy," Tig called, jerking his head for his brother 
to join him. Happy wiped his hands off and stood, stomping over. 

The girl approaching him looked nothing short of average. Her tits 
were smallish and the skin showing was her arms and her toes as they 
peaked out under her ripped up jeans. Her clothing was plain. A dark 
blue-form fitting tee-shirt that didn't even reveal a hint of 
cleavage. She had long legs, which was a point in her favor, but she 
was so painfully skinny and tall. And she had what Rat's Old Lady 
(former?) liked to call "resting bitchface" as she walked toward them 



confidently. Her dark hair had kind of a reddish tint to it that was 
different . 

She stopped a couple feet in front of them and smiled at Venus then 
jerked her thumb over her shoulder. "My car is leaking a shit ton of 
oil. I don't know if it was yesterday or not, but I'm pretty sure 
that's a bad thing." 

"That would definitely be a bad thing, " Tig agreed, eying her up and 
down like he didn't know what to make of her. It was the first time 
someone hadn't outwardly ogled Venus like she was some oddity in a 
freak show. 

"Well, you have come to the right place, " Venus assured her, giving 
the girl one of her demure smiles, "My guys will fix your car up in 
no time . " 

The girl's shoulders sagged in relief. "Oh, good. Because I love my 
car. Like _really_ love my car. Whatever you have to do, just do 

it . " 

"Well, honey, I'm Venus Van Dam," Venus held out her hand and the 
girl took it without batting an eye. Tig, who had his arms crossed 
and his head tilted to the side, gave her a tight wave. "Tig 
Trager . " 

He gave her a tight nod of the head. "Happy Lowman." 

And without batting her eyes or missing a beat as she stared at him 
just as impassively, "Holly Graham." 

And there was silence as the four of them stood there. _Holly 
Graham_. _Like "hologram"_. Jesus. Fucking. **Christ**_. And it was 
clear by the expression on her face that she knew that that was what 
they were all thinking. But nobody dared mention it. It was a weird 
name. Like any of them had room to talk. 

Venus' smile widened. "Why don't we go start on the paperwork for 
your car," she asked as she ushered the girl inside. When Tig told 
him to go pull the car around, she stopped in the doorway. "My dog is 
in the car . " 

"We can watch him, " Tig offered with a shrug and she shook her head. 

"No, he won't stay with you. I have to bring him with me. He's not 

comfortable when I go places without him. Is that okay?" 

Tig traded a look with him and then shrugged. She let out a shrill 
whistle and large black dog muscle its way out of the driver-side 
window and darted toward them at break-neck speed. He and Tig took an 
involuntary step back as he came closer. It was dog from Scoops and 
Happy felt himself involuntarily raise an eyebrow. 

The giant dog skidded to a halt before its master and gazed up at her 
with its ears perked and its tail thumping hard on the concrete. The 
mutt was huge, with salt and pepper, wiry fur and a long jagged scar 
over its left eye. It was clear to see it had lost its eyesight in 
that one eye as the pupil was clouded over. She pointed to a spot 
next to the door. "Lay down. Stay." He did as he was told immediately 

and she scratched him behind the ears. "Good boy. Sully, that's my 

good boy . " 



His tail thumped even louder and all Happy could do was stare. The 
girl was weird. He could just feel it. Tig gave him a look as if to 
say he knew exactly what Happy was thinking before Happy went to go 
look her car over. When he came back thirty minutes later. Venus was 
talking animatedly with the redhead. 

"Venus, " he said gruffly to get her attention and the two women 
looked up at him. He held his hand out for the clipboard and Venus 
handed it to him without a word. But she was looking at him oddly, 
like she was considering something that she really shouldn't be. 

Holly just watched him take the clipboard with the same blank look 
she'd been giving him since she'd arrived. Like she couldn't give two 
shits whether he was there or somewhere else. It bothered him how 
much he could relate to that. He didn't give two shits either. 

She tilted her head at him and looked him over again like she'd just 
figured something out and she was trying to come to terms with it and 
then she fucking _smirked_ at him like it was the funniest thing in 
the world. Fucking smirked. He took the clipboard and stalked away, 
very keen on getting back to work. He looked down at the dog in the 
doorway as he stomped by and then at the last second went back into 
the garage where he filled a paper cup with water and then returned 
to the dog posted by the office door. Ignoring the women openly 
staring at him, he crouched down and held the cup out. He watched as 
the dog greedily lapped up the water and then he crushed the cup once 
it was done and went back to work. Happy liked dogs. 

Venus had their new Prospect, Jimmy, take her home in the rig. Holly 
let her dog climb in first and Happy had to admit, it was a smart 
move. She didn't know Jimmy and Jimmy definitely liked to get handsy 
if he could get away with it. A fierce looking dog like that would 
keep him in check. Unless he was really just _that_ stupid. Happy was 
still trying to decide if he wanted to vote the dumbfuck in. But 
every single second he had to spend around the little fuckwit just 
inched him that much closer to "no". 

The girl's cage was a complete mess. Whoever it was that had sold it 
to her had fucked her over royally and both Tig and Chibs had tried 
in vain to persuade her to sell it for scrap and just get a new one 
because it was that fargone. But she refused. She was adamant that 
they fix it. It had a name. Paul. And she loved him. So much so that 
when Chib's had kicked the tire- nudged it, really- and called it a 
piece of "shite", she had all but screeched at him "Paul is a nice 
man!" That Holly chick was fucking _weird_. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Holly Graham knew she was different. Her named alone screamed it 
at people when she introduced herself. It was one of the things that 
kept her so aloof, people tended not to give you shit if you didn't 
care and you pretty much dismissed them when they tried to toss it 
your way right off the bat . <p> 

But pulling into Teller-Morrow had been a breath of fresh air. Venus 
Van Dam, Tig Trager, Happy Lowman. These were her people. Well, 
except for Happy Lowman. That man seemed like a douchebag. But Venus 
and Tig had taken to her immediately and once Venus found out that 
she lived next door, she was invited to dinner and numbers were 
exchanged and then she was introduced to Chibs, another man with a 



strange name, who subsequently introduced her to the woman he was 
dating, Lyla, who happened to be a former pornstar that was now a 
producer and director of porn for Red Woody Studios. 

Suddenly, life was surreal and wonderful and a lot less monotonous. 
She had new friends who seemed to really give a shit. Hell, sometimes 
while she was outside gardening and letting Sully run around the yard 
like an over-eager puppy. Tig Trager would wander over and make small 
talk about everything from the always sunny weather all the way up to 
politics. He even seemed to take a keen interest in her schooling. He 
even told her about his daughters. Fawn and Dawn. But it didn't 
escape her notice that when he talked about the latter, he always 
used the past tense and she knew instinctively that something awful 
had happened. 

Usually, by the end of their talks, he would drag her over to his 
house and she would end up decked out in an outfit with way too much 
sequins and feathers and Venus would make her let Venus give her a 
manicure since she insisted that a lady should always have hands 
"smoother than the finest silk." And then she'd pawn off some new 
haircare and skincare products she had bought on some shopping spree 
that made Tig moan and groan when he found out. 

And now that she knew Lyla, she was spending more time with Chibs as 
well. He didn't show any interest in getting to know her farther than 
the usual small talk a man usually makes with his girlfriend's friend 
and she was fine with that. She wasn't really much for talking 
anyway. Venus, Tig, and Lyla did most of the talking when she was 
with them and she spent most of her time quietly absorbing everything 
it was they told her. The three of them talked a lot. Sometimes when 
Lyla talked to her. Chibs would roll his eyes heavenward and Holly 
had to try really hard not to smile because Chibs seemed like the 
kind of guy who couldn't give two shits about anything a woman had to 
say about shopping or relationships or any number of things, but he 
always listened to her when she spoke and it didn't take her long to 
figure out that the president of the local MC was halfway in love 
with her in a very big way. She liked that; that they could find some 
good in all the crap they had gone through in the past was a nice 
thing . 

She didn't really know much about the rest of the guys in the MC . Rat 
was pretty standoffish and it always looked like he was mentally 
sneering at her. Jimmy always looked like he was undressing her with 
his eyes and Happy ... well , she couldn't get a read on him and she 
really didn't want to. He just seemed so angry with life in general 
and he seemed to give as much a shit about her as she gave about him, 
so she'd just approached that whole thing with a "live and let live" 
attitude . 

And that seemed to work. If she saw him she simply gave him a look 
that she hoped conveyed she was acknowledging his presence and then 
went on her way. But he always seemed irritated by her presence. Like 
her very existence was upsetting to him. Lyla had described him as 
abrasive, but loyal and friendly once you got to know him. Holly 
wasn't convinced. Everything about him screamed "trouble". From the 
snake tattoo on his bald head to the stone cold look in his black 
eyes that seemed to see every single dirty and dark secret a person 
could be hiding from the world around them. It was best to stay 
away . 



But he was _everywhere_. Whenever she had to drop by the shop because 
Venus or Tig had asked for a favor or because Lyla wanted to meet her 
there so they could carpool to go shopping, he was there. Sometimes, 
when Lyla had her come over to sit out on the back porch while she 
drank wine and bitched about the porn industry, he would be sitting 
at the kitchen table with Chibs, all angry black eyes and scowling 
fury while they talked about whatever the hell it was they did in 
their motorcycle club. A couple of times, he'd even been outside 
watching Tig grill when she'd been bullied by Venus to take a break 
from her homework and come eat with them. And she could tell by the 
way his whole body would tense and he became even more monosyllabic 
that he was just as displeased with their constant run ins as she 
was. She hadn't realized that having friends meant she would have to 
spend time with people she inherently disliked. 

"Holly's gonna be a vet when she graduates," Tig bragged and Holly 
couldn't stop herself from smiling. It was nice to have someone brag 
about her again. Pop couldn't even remember who she was anymore. Not 
really . 

The dark-skinned man across from them nodded in interest. "So how is 
it a nice girl like you gets wrapped up with crazy sonsabitches like 
this man?" 

Nero, was one of Venus's closest friends. He'd done more for her than 
most people would ever do for another human being in their lifetime. 
He'd come to visit her for the first time in over a year and things 
were somewhat tense. Holly could see that the mood was lightening 
just by the way the man spoke with everyone. He spent the entire 
night ribbing everyone. Except Happy. Happy Lowman made Nero uneasy 
as well. 

"My car broke down," she replied vaguely. "Me and Venus kind of 
bonded when I brought it in and now I'm stuck with all of 
them . " 

"Watch your mouth, " Tig warned, though his sharp, blue eyes sparkled 
with mischief. She gave him a grin. Nero let out a chuckle as he 
wiped his hands on his napkin. "S'good to see everyone like this," he 
said with a nod, "sitting around, talking about things. 

Normal-like . " 

This was normal? What was abnormal? She must have looked as confused 
as she felt because Venus laughed at her and patted her hand. "Oh, 
Darlin', this is most certainly normal by our standards." 

"So, Holly," Nero started as their laughter died down, "Your name. 
Holly Graham. It sounds like 'Hologram'." 

"Nero, " Venus chastised and Tig slapped his leg as if it were the 
funniest thing he had ever heard in his life. Holly cringed inwardly. 
She had only heard that a million times before. At the other end of 
the table. Happy, who had until then ignored everyone and everything 
around him in favor of the grilled Porterhouse on his plate narrowed 
his eyes at Nero and then swung his gaze over to meet hers and raised 
an eyebrow while he slumped down in his chair. It didn't take a 
rocket scientist to understand that he'd had more than a few 
questions about his own name, which was just as, if not more bizarre 
than her own and he clearly understood the dilemma that posed. Most 
people didn't and Happy Lowman wasn't like most people.. Happy Lowman 



was fucking _weird_. 


2 . Chapter 2 

**I don't own anything. All the characters belong to Kurt Sutter. I'm 
just playing with his toys. Read, review, and enjoy.** 

**HEY! I got one Alert, that's enough for me! I'll keep it going 
simply for that alone. So, thanks Floraleona. I appreciate it. The 
first chapter wasn't much, more like a prologue to kind of set the 
tone for the rest of the story and it definitely wasn't that strong, 
but I'm glad that you liked it enough that you want to stick this 
story out, so here's the second chapter well before I planned to post 
it.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>2 . Shift<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Quinn didn't talk much and focused on his work more than any 
other Son. Friday was Quinn's day off and the worst day to work for 
Happy because it meant he was stuck listening to Rat and Jimmy. Rat 
was usually quiet, but once he and Jimmy got together, it seemed his 
IQ dropped ninety points. It was almost lunch time and he couldn't 
take it. He was seriously thinking about leaving early as he leaned 
against the side of the clubhouse, where the building managed to 
provide just enough shade to escape the afternoon heat. He lit a 
cigarette and watched as a familiar black dog trotted up to him from 
somewhere on the lot. Holly was here. That explained the annoying 
conversation Rat and Jimmy had had. They'd seen her pull up while 
Happy was occupied.<p> 

"She looks like a Spider Monkey, " Rat had commented and Jimmy burst 
out laughing while Happy found himself caught between frowning and 
smiling. She was extremely gangly. Painfully so. It was one of the 
very first things he had noticed about her. 

"Yeah, but imagine having those long legs and arms wrapped around you 
in bed," Jimmy had argued, "Kinda hard thinking about it." 

And on it went until Happy actually was thinking about it and 
realized there was a tiny bit of appeal. That was when he hit his 
limit and went off for his cigarette break in the shadow of the newly 
finished clubhouse. Sully had collapsed next to him, back pressed up 
against the wall and his head resting on Happy's thigh. Ever since 
he'd given the animal a cup of water, the damn thing loved him. And 
it listened to him when he told it to do things, unlike Cookie, Tig's 
giant white pit bull, who ran wild most days. 

The door to the Clubhouse creaked open and two women sauntered out 
and perched on the picnic table facing the small play area that the 
club had built for Abel and Thomas when Jax was still alive. Chibs 
was standing watching Lyla's son and Opie ' s two kids run around like 
it was something he did every day. Shit, how serious was that? He 
looked over at the two women and couldn't keep from scowling. Now 
Lyla was hanging out with Holly. Fuck. _She was never going to 
leave_. That thought alone irritated him to no end. She didn't belong 



with them. The bitch was still in high school. What the fuck was she 
doing hanging out with a bunch of bikers and pornstars? 

"I fucked Chibs," Lyla said out of the blue, breaking the silence 
between the two women. So, Chibs and Lyla weren't as much of a thing 
as he had thought. Still, it was something he hadn't expected. Her 
friend turned to look at her, assessing her demeanor. "How was 
it?" 

Lyla shrugged. "It was good. Just ... really awkward. Like, 'first time 
having sex in your boyfriend's car in high school' awkward." 

"Oh, yeah, _that_ kind of awkward, " Holly replied like she knew 
exactly what Lyla meant. She probably did since she was still in high 
school. Happy had no idea. Women reacted to sex differently from men. 
It was why he stuck to crow-eaters (fuck all those crazy MILF 
bitches) . They were down for anything. _Anything_. "But it was 
good . " 

"Yeah. " 

Holly simply nodded in response and lit up a joint. Bitch was a 
toker. Who knew? Lyla sent her a sly look as Holly took a hit and 
then handed the joint over. "If you could sleep with any one of them, 
who would it be?" 

Without missing a beat, the girl replied with a very certain, 

"Happy . " 

Lyla choked on the cloud of smoke she'd inhaled and Holly gave her a 
harsh pat on the back. "What the fuck, Holls? Are you 
serious ? " 

Holly merely shrugged, though she looked slightly amused by her 
friend's clearly shocked expression. She gave her a lopsided grin. 
"It's not gonna happen." 

Lyla's surprise increased tenfold. He got that. He was pretty fucking 
floored himself. He and the bitch shared a mutual dislike, physical 
attraction notwithstanding. Happy could see the moment Holly closed 
off toward the former pornstar by the way she turned her body away 
slightly. "I don't do relationships. Or sex." 

"You don't do sex?" 

She was the weirdest chick _ever_. Happy scowled as he lit another 
cigarette. Why was he even listening to this shit anyway? Like he 
gave a shit about anything that gash had to say. And she was right 
about him and her never happening. If she wasn't a crow-eater, he 
wasn't interested. Fucking around with all those MILFs had taught him 
that much. 

"It's one of those things I can live without," she amended. "I like 
sex, but it's not something I need. And I don't like sleeping around, 
but I don't want to be in a relationship either because the guys 
always want to talk about feelings-" 

Lyla wheeled around on the picnic table and openly gawked at her. 
"Wait, you're saying, you don't like dating because the guys like to 
talk about their feelings?" 



Holly blinked at her and frowned and it was obvious she didn't 
understand why Lyla was having a hard time grasping her logic. "Yes. 
And then they want to like, come over all the time and touch my stuff 
and make decisions about shit and then they start to treat you 
differently like you can't handle living without them and all I can 
think is 'What the hell do they think I was doing before I met you' . 

I don't get it. I don't need that shit. I don't want to have to 
constantly tell someone that I fucking love them every five minutes. 
It's weird. Besides, I like my life the way it is. I don't need 
someone fucking that up." 

"That is the weirdest thing I have ever heard come out of someone's 
mouth," Lyla declared, eying her. "Maybe you _should_ fuck Happy. 

Just know that I heard from a couple crow eaters he's not that 
great . " 

Happy snapped the cigarette he was smoking in half. Who the hell did 
those stupid, cum-guzzling cunts think they were? Talking about shit 
they didn't know. _Fucking crow-eaters_. 

"Why is it bad? Get off too quick or something?" She sounded curious, 
which in turn made him curious. 

"No, they said he's just really selfish." 

He could practically hear Holly roll her eyes. "There's a big 
difference between being bad in bed and being selfish. And what do 
they expect anyway? They're crow-eaters. It's their fucking job to 
take what he gives them and be happy they even got that much. See 
this is exactly why I just stay out of all that. Too much fucking 
trouble . " 

"Some people would say being bad in bed and being selfish are the 
same thing," Lyla argued and Holly shook her head. "To each her own. 
Besides, it doesn't matter. I'm not gonna fuck him. I'm not 
interested . " 

"Then why did you say-" 

"Because you asked who I would fuck and I answered." She gave Lyla a 
look. Lyla shoulders sagged as she deflated slightly. "Well, this is 
just . . . disappointing . " 

"I thought you had to go to school today," Lyla said suddenly. "It 
was a half day. I'm going to go visit Pop later." 

Happy tuned them out and watched the giant mutt snooze beside him. 
There was only one thing he liked about that bitch and it was her 
dog . 

"But _seriously_, " Lyla moaned as if she couldn't keep it in any 
longer. "_Happy? ! Why_?" 

Holly slowly blew out a large, thick cloud of smoke and gave her 
friend one of the slyest grins he'd ever seen, like the redhead was 
in on something nobody else in existence would ever get. She didn't 
reply, just kept on hitting that joint like a fucking pro while she 
continued to smirk. 



Bitch was weirder than fuck. 


* * 


* 


><p>People just didn't get it. Holly liked being self-sufficient and 
she'd always been that way. Being independent and on her own had just 
come naturally for her and she could take everything thrown at her in 
stride. Except relationships. They grated on her and suffocated her 
in a way she couldn't deal with. And people always gave her shit for 
it. So, it was easier to just not say anything, but Lyla was her 
friend and one of the first people she'd met in Charming that she 
actually liked besides Venus and Tig, which in itself was a 
depressing thought since she'd been living in Charming for almost 
four years. Everyone else was judgmental when she talked about 
anything or they treated her like she was some strange science 
experiment for refusing to talk about her personal life in the first 
place . <p> 

She didn't want to hide that from Lyla. And while Lyla had been 
shocked and prodded a little bit further than she liked, she hadn't 
brought up anything else. Just because she said she would sleep with 
Happy if she had to pick one of them didn't actually mean she was 
going to or that she necessarily wanted to. It was a hypothetical in 
the same, basic sense that all hypothet icals were hypothetical. And 
Lyla wasn't far enough in her relationship with Chibs to go and blab 
about something potentially embarrassing that could cause real 
complications. Besides, Holly was still in high school and even if 
she was fixing to graduate in a year, she wasn't looking to get 
herself into any legal drama even if the Sons had gone legit. 

And Lyla seemed like she was more amused by Holly's "eccentricities" 
than silently outraged. It had piqued her curiosity and she'd begun 
to push to spend more time together, which had pleased Holly 
immensely. Now she had two girlfriends to hand out with who were just 
as "eccentric" as she was. The semi-asexual high school outsider, the 
demure pornstar, and the Southern Belle transwoman. Things were 
clicking into place in her life at an alarming rate. 

The only aspect of her life that hadn't really fit well, was her job. 
Her coworker, Janet, was a volunteer looking to flesh out her college 
applications who was somehow under the assumption that they were 
friends even though she pretended not to be aware of Holly's 
existence during school hours. But the blonde was way too bubbly and 
chattered way too much. And she was convinced that Holly needed to 
find a man to fall desperately in love with. Janet's favorite movie 
was "Maid in Manhattan" and that said all Holly ever needed to know 
about her. Holly didn't have a favorite movie, but if she had, it 
definitely wouldn't be anything Jennifer Lopez starred in and would 
probably be something directed by Tarrantino. 

Right now. Holly was busy filling out forms and trying to make sense 
of the filing system employed at the animal shelter she worked at. 

She was a high school senior for fucks ' sake and there she was elbow 
deep in paperwork dating back five years. No wonder the turn over 
rate had been so high. None of the volunteers wanted to help fix 
things. They just wanted to be glorified puppy-petters . It was two 
and a half months since she had started working there and she was 
still trying to wade through that mess and move the shelter to a 
paperless filing system. She'd been the only paid employee who was 
computer literate enough to deal with it. 



She fanned herself with a manila folder and leaned back in her desk 
chair groaning. She had only been at it for an hour and a half and 
she had just decided to take a break when the bell at the front desk 
dinged. A couple minutes later, another employee stuck his head 
through the open doorway. "Hey, Holly, there's someone up front 
asking for you, " he said blandly, as he looked at her with a blank 
expression on his face. Greg Stanwick had started working at the 
shelter about a week after Holly and he was dull and boring and he 
kept mostly to himself. The only thing interesting about him was that 
he was a veterinarian. He hardly ever talked and because of that. 
Holly liked him just marginally better than Janet. Beside that, 
sometimes Holly forgot he was even in the room until he reminded her 
by finally saying something. But once he shut his mouth she was right 
back to forgetting he was even in the building let alone on the face 
of the Earth. 

Holly stepped out of the office and smiled immediately when Lyla 
waved at her, shrugging sheepishly. "The kids finally talked me into 
getting them a dog." 

The kids in question were bouncing up and down around her in 
excitement. She raised an eyebrow when she noticed a very displeased 
Happy behind them and smirked. "Chibs sent Happy to babysit 
you? " 

Lyla flushed in embarrassment, her face turning a brilliant shade of 
puce that caused Holly's smirk to morph into a smile of amusement. 
"You guys are so cute I might projectile vomit." 

"Shut up, " Lyla whined lamely, but Holly could tell she was rather 
pleased. She was starting to realize just how much interest the 

Scotsman was showing her and Holly understood that that meant a lot 

to Lyla, who was enough of a romantic for the both of them. She shook 

her head. "Seriously. You guys disgust me. C'mon to the back and tell 
me, what you're looking for?" 

"Something big, that likes children," Lyla replied quickly, "I don't 
want to deal with cleaning up after three kids and a puppy." 

Holly felt relief shoot through her body at that as she led them 
toward the cages. "That's good. The puppies always go quick. It's the 
big ones we have trouble placing. They're not in their cute phases 
anymore and cute is what matters most to people in the long run, so 
it's nice to finally have someone come in who wants one of the older 
ones. And a lot of them would make really great family pets." 

"No wonder you hate working Fridays, " Lyla said softly as she looked 
through the cages at the dogs who quivered in excitement. She could 
feel her heart lodge in her chest as she realized that some of these 
dogs would never leave the shelter. 

"What happens on Fridays, " a raspy voice asked and Holly looked up in 
surprise. She'd completely forgotten Happy was even there. Her 
shoulders slumped and she couldn't stop the bitter frown that settled 
on her face. "That's the day we put down the ones who have been here 
too long. We can only keep them for a week at the most. I do what I 
can to keep them here as long as possible, but people don't donate 
enough and we don't get enough funding to turn this into a no 
kill-shelter . " 



His expression never changed, never faltered, but Holly still managed 
to catch the moment his jaw tensed and it was all she needed to know 
that this new information bothered him as much as it bothered 
her . 

"Mom, look at this one," Piper hollered from near the end of the row. 
Holly didn't need to look to know which one the kids had crowded 
around. It was an Australian Shepard mix that always seemed to be 
smiling. He was one of the friendliest dogs in the shelter. She 
watched as the kids fawned over him, unable to stop from smiling. 
"He's up to date on all his shots, good temperament, very active, and 
he loves children. The owner had to go into assisted living and 
didn't have any family to take him." 

Lyla slipped her hand through the chain-link separating herself from 
the dog and he lapped at her hand excitedly as she tried to pet his 
head. Noticing they were one group member short. Holly looked around. 
Happy was standing in the middle of the hall staring into one of the 
cage stalls with that calculating look her often got on his face when 
he was thinking particularly hard on something. She'd seen him do it 
a couple times while he looked her car over. Unable to stop herself, 
she came to stand beside him, smiling to herself when she noticed 
just which dog he seemed to be so interested in. The Rottweiler fell 
back on its haunches and smiled at her the way all dogs do as his 
tongue lolled out of his mouth. 

"His name is Cheech, " she told Happy, feeling the man rotate slightly 
to look at her. "You shiftin' me?" 

She shook her head and her smile widened. "Nope, his pothead owner 
brought him in to get him fixed and then never came back." 

Holly stepped up to the fence and stuck her hand through and the 
large dog gently licked her hand in appreciation when she stroked his 
face and crouched down to get level with him. "He's my favorite," she 
admitted quietly, "out of all the ones that have come through. I'd 
take him home with me, but I don't have the room." 

Silence settled between the pair and she glanced over at Lyla. The 
blonde was crouched down with her three children and they looked so 
happy. She had no doubt in her mind that they would be taking the 
Shepard with them. 

"I want him," Happy said with finality and Holly jerked her head up 
to look at him, fully aware that her face was full of hope. 

"Really?" 

He gave a tight nod and she couldn't stop from beaming. After Happy 
filled out the paperwork, he frowned down at the dog, looking 
suddenly cross. "Rode my bike here," he muttered and Holly frowned 
along with him for a millisecond before she thought up a viable 
solution. "I can keep him here and take him home with me. You can 
come pick him up later." 

Happy studied her intently, as if he couldn't tell whether she was 
joking or not. "Fine. Where do you live?" 

She gave him a funny look. He had to know she lived next door to Tig 
and Venus ... right ? When he continued to wait for her response, she 



frowned, feeling the barest bit offended. "I'm next door to Tig and 
Venus . " 

"That's your place," he asked, though she knew he wasn't expecting 
her to respond. He nodded once to himself, then started toward the 
exit. "Tell Lyla to hurry her ass up." 

As Holly watched him practically storm out of the building, her frown 
dropped into a scowl at his lack of appreciation. She looked down at 
the Rottweiler who was busy looking up at her as if to inquire as to 
where his new master was going. "Your owner's a dick." 

After Lyla and her kids left with their new family member. Holly went 
back to her filing. "How do you know that biker guy? You friends with 
him? " 

She gave a snort at the absurdity of such an assumption and shook her 
head as she cut her eyes over to Greg where he stood in the doorway 
with a mug of coffee in hand. "He's in the same motorcycle club as my 
neighbor. We end up running into each other a lot. Small town and all 
that . " 

Greg frowned, but it didn't reach his eyes. Greg's range of 
expression was as impressive as that of a cow: completely placid and 
almost vacant. The lights were on but nobody was home. "I never run 
into you in town." 

"I don't really go into town much. Unless it's to get to 
school . " 

"But you just said-" 

"I know what I said, Greg," she snapped and Cheech poked his head up 
from under her desk, tilting his head in curiosity before he decided 
nothing interesting was happening and disappeared once more. She 
rubbed the dog's belly with her toes and he let out a growl of 
contentment . 

"Sounds like you're friends." 

"Does it matter," she asked, giving him an incredulous look. Greg 
didn't comment and she went back to her paperwork, typing away on her 
keyboard with more force than necessary. She wanted Greg to know she 
didn't want him or his stupid comb over in her business, even if she 
was being too passive aggressive to say anything. Eventually, Greg 
left and she let out a breath she didn't know she had been holding 
before she rubbed at her face. "Men are such babies." 

An hour later, it was time for her to head home and she leashed 
Cheech and grabbed her backpack. Lyla was waiting for her outside in 
her SUV and Holly raised an eyebrow in surprise, but didn't comment 
as she and the dog got into the big black utility vehicle. 

"Figured you wouldn't want to walk all the way home. That's like 
what, an hour?" 

"Forty-five minutes. I found a shortcut." 


"Still, your car's still at the shop, so I told the guys I was going 
to be picking you up for the next few days and since I'm in charge of 



Red Woody, I set my own hours." 

"Thanks, Lyla, you didn't have to do that." 

Lyla shrugged as they pulled out of the parking lot. "You're my 
friend. Honestly, you're my best friend. And you're one of two chicks 
I really even know who hasn't slept with Chibs." 

"Fuck, that's depressing." There was a short silence. "You have 
really low friendship standards." 

Lyla burst out laughing and Holly covered her mouth with her hand and 
stared out the window as she smiled. Lyla was her best friend, 
too . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Holly Graham's house was tiny, cramped almost. But Holly was a 
minimalist. When her grandfather, the only parent she'd ever really 
had, had developed Alzheimer's four years ago. Holly had managed to 
emancipate herself and get herself named as his conservator. He'd 
been moved into a care home in Bakersfield and she had dipped into 
her college fund and with the help of a very trustworthy financial 
advisor, found herself a home that fit her needs and was well within 
her budget. She'd sold off everything of value that she and her 
Grandfather would no longer need and used the money to pay for his 
medical bills. <p> 

Her Grandfather hadn't been rich, but he'd had enough to keep her 
more than afloat during the next couple of years barring any 
complications. So, she'd chosen carefully when picking out a new 
residence. The house consisted of four rooms. The front door entered 
into the kitchen. To the left was the sink, stove, dishwasher, and 
refrigerator. There was a small walk-in pantry sandwiched between the 
refrigerator and the washer and dryer. Adjacent to the washer and 
dryer was the open doorway leading to the living room. The living 
wasn't very large, but there was a long panorama window that looked 
out onto the back patio which had been converted into a greenhouse. 

On the left of the room was the open door way to her bedroom, which 
then lead to the bathroom through the door across the room on the 
left. Directly across from that door was the door that led out into 
the greenhouse. The house was a perfect square almost. She loved 
everything about it . 

The realtor had referred to it as a "shotgun" house, a term she was 
familiar with, but the moment she had stepped into the house, she 
knew it was home. The backyard was humongous, lined with trees 
secluded. The closest house was a monstrous two-story owned by Tig 
and Venus that she couldn't even see from her own property and they 
were the only houses on the residential road that sat just on the 
outskirts of Charming. 

Every Sunday night, there was a cacophony of motorcycle engines as 
the local MC, Sons of Anarchy slowly cruised down the street toward 
Tig Trager's home for Sunday night dinner. Lyla had mentioned it once 
when they had been at the park with her kids. Every week, the MC and 
their wives and kids all got together to celebrate the large family 
they were. She said it was a lot nicer than it had been in years 
prior and Holly had nodded to herself inwardly. It had been two years 
since Chibs had taken over as President and Charming had been quiet 



and peaceful for the first time in years. People loved the club 
again. People respected the club. Now it wasn't just the Sons that 
looked out for Charming. The Mayans, the Niners, and even a couple of 
other MC ' s that had had friendly dealings with the Sons in the past, 
looked out for Charming. Charming was a safe town again. They weren't 
plagued by a sense of false security. There was actual security, real 
stability in Charming. And Lyla said that was reflected in the Sunday 
night dinners. It was relaxed and they didn't have to worry about 
some fight breaking out between brothers or Old Ladies. There was no 
stress over business deals going south. 

And Holly made it her ritual every Sunday night to sit on the steps 
of her front porch and watch the procession of motorcycles pass her 
small home just before sunset while she puffed on a joint lazily. 

They never noticed her, hidden from view, up the small hill that was 
shaded by the trees dotting the front yard and lining the gravel 
driveway. She just stretched her legs out and watched them go by as 
all the tension built up in her from the past week spilled out into 
the evening breeze and then she would head inside and make dinner, 
settle down in the kitchen and do homework until well after ten, and 
then crash for the night. It was a simple existence and she couldn't 
ask for more. 

It was Tuesday and Lyla had left a little over three hours ago. 

They'd spent a couple hours talking-mainly about Chibs and how good 
he was with the kids. And now she was sitting sandwiched between the 
couch and the coffee table while she worked on her Biology homework 
while ID tv provided a nice bit of background noise. Cheech had 
wedged his body in between the couch and coffee table to rest his 
head in her lap while Sully was sprawled out on the floor in front of 
the tv lightly snoring. Happy had adopted Cheech the day before and 
hadn't stopped by to pick him up like she had expected him to. If she 
hadn't liked the dog so much, she would have been pissed, but she 
really liked Cheech. He liked to snuggle in bed with her and he was 
good at it. Sully tended to try to mother her to death. 

She was halfway through the essay portion of her assignment when she 
heard what sounded like a key in the door and the three of them 
turned their heads toward the kitchen. Sully jumped to his feet and 
began to whine excitedly. She could hear him prancing in the kitchen 
like an over-excited puppy. Cheech had pulled himself up and posted 
himself in the doorway to the kitchen, alert and ready to spring into 
action if necessary. Seeing as Sully wasn't too concerned with her 
wellbeing, she went back to her homework, completely forgetting about 
the person who had just let themselves into her house. 

A familiar set of keys dropped on college-ruled notebook paper she 
was writing on and she looked up into his hard, cold face. "Brought 
your car back. Came to get my dog." 

"There's beer in the fridge if you want one." She moved the keys away 
from her work before finishing with the conclusion paragraph of her 
last essay. After this, it was on to Chemistry. She still had a good 
couple of hours of homework left. She heard the refrigerator slam 
shut and then felt the couch dip behind her. 

"The fuck are you watching?" 

She cut a glance at the television and then back to her textbooks as 
she switched them out before doing the same with her notebooks. "ID 



tv. All the shows on it are about really fucked up murders and 
stuff . " 

He gave her a look, like he was suddenly reassessing his opinion of 
her. "You into that shit? Wanna be a cop or something?" 

She shook her head. "No, I just like watching how they figure out who 

did it, why they did it. I mean, most of the ones they do are crimes 

of passion or about serial killers, but I like trying to figure out 
the reason behind the madness." 

He was still giving her that look. "That's fucked up." 

She didn't even bother to respond and he didn't say anymore. She just 
went back to her homework and he went back to watching tv, even going 

so far as to turn it up. She had to turn her face away the barest bit 

to keep him from seeing the small smile that formed on her face at 
that . 

Happy didn't know what he expected when he let himself into her 
house. Maybe he expected her to be like every other teenage girl he'd 
seen in town. Loud and obnoxious with a head full of nothing but boys 
and clothes and getting smashed on the weekends at some really wild 
house party where the kid's parents were out of town. Or maybe he 
expected to walk in on her taking it from behind with one of the 
football players at her school in a bedroom full of black light 
posters while The Cure played in the background. He didn't know, 
really. He only came to drop her car off and pick his dog up like he 
said he would when he'd adopted him. 

He hadn't expected to walk in to find her doing homework while some 
television narrator read off a gruesome autopsy report only to have 
her give him that infuriatingly blank look while she offered him a 
beer and then went back to what she was doing. He especially hadn't 
expected the response she'd given him when he asked her what she was 
watching. As he sat there, half listening to the tv while her pen 
scratched across the paper she was writing furiously on, he finally 
took the time to look around the small house. There wasn't much to 
it. There 'd been a coffee maker and a microwave that didn't look like 
they got much use. A square kitchen table behind the front door and 
that was it. The room he was in now was a little less sparse. The 
long panorama window along the wall behind the television was covered 
with pinkish-red drapes that cast the room in a warm rosy glow. There 
were two bookcases on either side of the room and a shorter shelf 
next to the television full of DvDs and vinyl records, which was odd 
because he didn't actually see a record player anywhere. It took him 
a minute to realize there weren't really any personal items littered 
around the room. There were no pictures or knickknacks, things all 
women liked to pepper around their houses to make them feel 
"homey" . 

He glanced to his left, toward the open doorway that was separated by 
another pinkish-red curtain, clearly used to provide some form of 
privacy between that room and the room he was currently sitting in. 
The curtain stopped about two feet above the floor and he could make 
out what seemed to be a bedframe just beyond. There was a light on on 
the opposite side the room and he could make out the shape of the bed 
through the curtain. It looked big. 


"What's with all the fuckin' pink?" Happy hadn't meant to say it out 



loud. He just really hated that damn color. She let out a long sigh 
and looked up at the drapes hanging over the window. "They were on 
clearance and everything had been picked over. It was either that or 
buttercup yellow. And they're more like Magenta, which isn't as bad 
as pink, so. I got em'." 

He didn't bother replying and it was obvious she didn't expect him 
to. So he finished off his beer and got another one. She didn't say 
anything and he didn't think she even noticed, but it was quieter 
here than at the clubhouse and he'd finally gotten sick of his 
landlord and decided on looking for a house to buy, but he just 
couldn't seem to bring himself to get one. A house just seemed too 
permanent and he was seriously thinking of trying to find a way to 
resurrect the Nomad charter. 

He looked down at the Rottweiler whose head was currently resting on 
his knee and remembered that it wasn't just him anymore. He'd gotten 
the dog because it reminded him so much of the Rottweiler he'd left 
with his mother, Buster. Buster had been his dog, but when his Mom 
had gotten sick, Buster had become more attached to her, taken care 
of her and comforted her in a way Happy couldn't. Buster had provided 
her with the stability and support she needed to keep going and there 
was no way in hell he would ever take that away from his mother. When 
Buster had been hit by a car, the only person more devastated than 
him was his mother. 

The dog nuzzled his head closer and let out a growl that sounded like 
contentment. Happy smiled. He really liked dogs. He let his head fall 
back against the couch and let his mind wander for awhile before he 
looked back over to the girl sitting on the floor, her shoulder close 
enough to his leg that if he jerked it even a centimeter in her 
direction, it would make contact with her pale skin. She was busy 
punching numbers into a calculator with a scowl of concentration. For 
all he knew, she'd forgotten he was even there, which was strange 
considering most people were so uncomfortable and nervous around him 
they couldn't forget him even if they tried. 

But she simply seemed disinterested, which was even weirder 
considering she'd said she would have sex with him if given the 
option. But the more he thought that over, she didn't really have 
options. Chibs was obviously wound so tightly around Lyla's finger 
she was practically dancing her way into Old Lady status. Montez was 
married with kids. Rat, though he was a dick, was too into Brooke to 
even think about tapping someone who wasn't a Diosa bitch or a 
crow-eater, she'd never even met Quinn that he knew of, T.O. didn't 
work at the garage, and Tig was... Tig. He was literally the only 
option left. Unless you counted Jimmy, but Jimmy was a prospect and a 
fucking creep at best. 

She sat back suddenly, rubbing the heels of her palms into her eyes 
and let out a huff. "Fucking Chemistry. Can eat a fucking dick. Eat 
fucking ten dicks. Shit." 

He felt his eyebrow quirk up at her muttered tirade and she swiveled 
her head to look at him, letting her head fall back on the seat of 
the couch just beside his thigh. He could feel her warm breath 
through the fabric of his jeans as she spoke. "Wanna go smoke a J 
with me?" 


"Let's go. 



So maybe Holly Graham wasn't _that_ weird. 


3 . Chapter 3 

**I don't own anything. All the characters belong to Kurt Sutter. I'm 
just playing with his toys. ** 

**Well, Holy balls did that ever get a response. Can't say I'm not 
pleased by it either! Thanks so much for all the reviews and 
interest. It really means a lot to me and you guys are all great. I'm 
serious. Serious enough to upload yet another chapter today instead 
of tomorrow. That way, you get three tonight instead of tomorrow and 
you get four tomorrow. I'm in the process of finishing chapter nine 
and polishing it up. And again, thanks for being so interested in 
this story. You guys are awesome. Read, review, and enjoy.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>3. Boundaries<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>When Happy went on runs up to Tacoma with Tig, Cheech stayed with 
Holly Graham. He and Sully were thick as thieves and sometimes, when 
Happy was busy on a repair he would sneak out of the garage and trot 
right on down to Scoops so he could sit down in front of the store 
with Sully. That was how the two became a novelty in small town 
Charming. The first time it happened was when Happy finally figured 
out that Sully went to meet Holly after school as she drove to the 
garage with Cheech sitting in the backseat with his tongue hanging 
out the side of his mouth as always and he looked so fucking pleased 
with himself that Happy couldn't find it in himself to be anymore 
than slightly irritated with the cuddly beast. Especially, when he 
hopped right through the open window like a God damned pup and raced 
straight toward him.<p> 

Holly didn't even say a word, she simply backed out of the lot and 
disappeared, which meant she was probably late for work. Happy didn't 
give a shit. He only gave a shit about his club and his dog. And 
Holly's dog, too. He liked that damned dog. 

In return for watching Cheech, Happy always brought her a couple 
six-packs so she didn't have to ask Tig or Lyla to pick it up for 
her. She never thanked him or even acknowledged that he went out of 
his way to pay her back and he didn't know if he liked that or not. 
He'd been gone for a whole week and he really missed his dog. He'd 
fucked the hell out of a crow-eater before they'd left Tacoma and now 
all he wanted was to come get his dog, but he didn't have a cage. 

He had to go and see his dog. It had been a rough week and a lot of 
dirty work had had to be done for Tacoma, work that the mother 
charter had distanced themselves from. They'd had to drop a few 
members and there had been a change in leadership. That had been 
hard. Happy need to sit down, drink some beer and pet his fucking 
dog. Even if that meant breaking into a teenager's house at three in 
the morning on a school night. 


Happy sucked at picking locks, but Holly had hidden the spare under a 



potted plant under the carport, so it wasn't that hard to get in. 
Sully met him at the door, tail wagging just as hard as always as he 
nosed Happy's hands and legs in one of the most enthusiastic 
greetings he'd ever received in his entire adult life. He gave the 
dog a solid pat on the head and Sully jumped up and down in hopes of 
another one. 

"Down, Sully," Happy chastised, and although the dog didn't try to 
jump up on him again, he never stopped wagging his tail. Happy 
snagged a beer from her fridge and threw himself down on the couch, 
resting one arm along the back as he slowly downed the bottle in one 
go. Feeling eyes on him, he turned to find Cheech standing in the 
doorway to the bedroom with his head peeking out from under the 
curtain separating the two rooms. He called him over and the dog made 
a beeline for him, resting his head on Happy's knee obediently. And 
that was how Happy spent his night, clutching an empty beer bottle 
while he slowly ran his hand over the Rottweiler's head 
repetitively . 

When he woke up in the morning. Holly was standing over his prone 
form on the couch, her lips pursed in displeasure and her eyes 
narrowed down into slits. It was the first time she'd ever eyed him 
with hostility. It was a weird thing to see. 

"I like having my space." There was a beat of silence before she 
outright glared at him. "You're in it." 

She didn't wait for him to reply before she disappeared back into her 
bedroom and then he heard a door slam followed by the sound of a 
showerhead firing up. Happy pulled himself to his feet and rubbed a 
hand over his bald head while he scowled in the direction the redhead 
had disappeared. He was seriously considering breaking down the door 
to her bathroom so he could wrap his hand around her skinny little 
throat and choke her out. The thought alone was almost satisfying 
enough for him. Almost. 

When she was finished, the bathroom door banged open and he could 
hear her running around the bedroom, the rustle of clothing sliding 
over skin, and then she stumbled out of the bedroom, wet hair 
sticking to her face, bare of make-up, scowling just as hard as he 
was. She shook her still dripping hair out and pulled a jacket over 
herself before she started shoving textbooks and notebooks in her 
bulging backpack and slung it over her shoulder. 

"I gotta go, let yourself out," she muttered halfway under her breath 
as she stalked past him and slammed out of the house without a 
backward glance. Bitch. 

When he got to the clubhouse a little after ten, the first thing he 
did was grab onto a crow-eater and fuck her dirty in the club 
bathroom. It definitely helped relieve some of the stress that had 
built up over the past week. 

Jimmy was busy helping Quinn replace the gas tank on an old Ford pick 
up and he was talking about his favorite new topic: Holly. Happy 
really didn't understand what Jimmy's obsession was with her, but it 
seemed to him that the kid was interested simply because she had 
absolutely no interest in him whatsoever. In fact, Jimmy had never 
really even mentioned her speaking to him. 



"The hell is wrong with you, creaming your jeans over some jailbait 
gash you've never even talked to," Quinn asked with a grunt, 
obviously just as mystified as Happy. But Jimmy shook his head and 
the unruly head of curly blond hair he was sporting swayed with the 
movement . 

Jimmy Owens was from Lodi. His dad was a former Marine who had drunk 
himself and then his beautician wife into a coma. He dropped out of 
high school when his dad was sent to county and never looked back. 
That was when he ended up in Charming looking for work. He was a way 
better mechanic than Montez or Rat, and he knew everything there was 
to know about Chevys . But that was all Happy knew about the kid and 
he didn't care to know more because from day one, that kid had grated 
on him like no other. He got that the club was made up of nothing but 
outsiders that had finally found the place where they belonged, but 
it didn't feel like the prospect belonged here, either. 

Seemed more like he belonged back in Lodi, getting his GED and 
fucking off from Charming. Maybe he could talk the little shit into 
transferring to Indian Hills in exchange for Happy's patch in 
vote . 

"I've talked to her," he snapped back before averting his gaze and 
paying way too much attention to the flathead in his hands. Then he 
mumbled, "She ignored me." 

Quinn let out a low rumble of a laugh. "Means she ain't interested, 
kid." 

The crestfallen expression on the kid's face made Happy want to punch 
his teeth down his throat. Like Holly Graham would ever be into a 
chicken-shit little punk like _him_. 

"Means she's not interested _yet_, " Jimmy corrected, his green eyes 
sparkling. He smirked and Quinn shook his head and snatched the 
flathead from him. "Why don't you just stick to the crow-eaters like 
me an ' Hap . " 

"I'm tired of crow-eaters." 

"Then go to Diosa." Now Quinn seemed just as annoyed as Happy. They 
both shared a look that spoke volumes. Maybe it was because they were 
both older and realized that chasing pussy that was obviously out of 
reach was nothing but a huge waste of time. Especially, when there 
was about a dozen wet and willing women within arm's reach at any 
given moment of the day. 

"Seriously, kid, " Happy said, finally breaking his self-imposed 
silence on the subject. Quinn raised an eyebrow at him, but he 
ignored him and continued. "It ain't gonna happen. Get back to work. 
Tired of listening to your bitching every single day." 

The prospect wisely kept his mouth shut and went back to work, 
studiously keeping his eyes glued to anything but the two men in the 
garage with him and only looked up when there was the unmistakable 
sound of high heels clicking across concrete and Venus sashayed in 
from the office with a concerned frown on her face. All three men 
stopped what they were doing and looked at her. 

"Whatdaya need, Vee, " Quinn asked, tossing his tools in the box 



nearby. But her gaze was fixed on Happy as she spoke. "Your dog 
followed Holly to school. Again." 


"He'll come back." His quick response was obviously not what she had 
wanted to hear and she narrowed her gaze at him further and Happy was 
suddenly reminded of that unnervingly piercing look that Gemma used 
to give them when she was displeased with something they had either 
done or were fixing to do. "Fuck, Vee, what? The fuck did I do to 
piss you off now?" 

Venus simply crossed her arms across her ample chest and jutted one 
hip to the side as she stared him down with her lips pursed. The 
tension in the garage ratcheted up a notch and Happy shifted his feet 
defensively. Sometimes, Venus Van Dam was fucking terrifying. "I 
think. Sweetheart, the question you need to be asking yourself, is 
just what it is you did, to piss off one of my nearest and dearest 
friends . " 

"I didn't do shit to that fucking bitch," he snarled. And he didn't, 
though now he was seriously thinking about it. Venus simply raised 
one immaculately shaped eyebrow at him, did an about face, and strode 
from the garage and back into the office. It was... kind of scary how 
much she resembled Gemma sometimes. 

"You are in deep shit when Tig finds out about this, " Quinn said with 
a low whistle. Happy curled his lip up in disgust. "Yeah, well, I 
didn't do shit to that crazy gash. She needs to get over it." 

When Jimmy glared at him meanly, he snarled again. "The fuck you 
lookin' at prospect?" 

Just then. Holly's battered Ford Focus swerved into the parking lot 
and skidded to a halt outside the front office. The two dogs jumped 
out of the car and without sparing the three men who were openly 
staring at her a glance, she strode right into the office brandishing 
a fast food bag. Happy looked up just in time to see Venus snap the 
blind shut after giving him a particularly frosty look. 

"Fuckin' women," Quinn hissed and the three went back to work 
wordlessly. Sully nosed around Happy just as he always did and Happy 
shoved him off. That dog had way too much energy. 

"I thought she was still in school." 

Happy and Quinn didn't even bother to respond. Fifteen minutes later. 
Holly left the office and headed toward the clubhouse and all three 
men watched her go. Holly never went in the clubhouse unless Venus or 
Lyla accompanied her and she avoided it as much as possible. In fact, 
she usually stayed in her car when she waited for Lyla or Venus to 
meet her. 

"Hi, Holly, " one of the crow-eaters greeted from the clubhouse 
doorway and it was clear by her tone of voice that the greeting was 
not in any way sincere. The skinny redhead's only sign of 
acknowledgement was a single finger salute as she disappeared inside 
the building. When she emerged again. Chibs was with her and their 
heads were bent together. They were talking in hushed voices and by 
the fleeting glances they cast toward the bitchy blonde crow-eater 
near the entrance it was apparent that they were trying not be heard. 
Chibs pulled something from the pocket inside his kutte and shoved it 



into her hand, making sure to curl her fingers around it as he shoved 
it toward her abdomen. The Cheshire cat grin that spread across her 
face was clearly making the Scotsman uncomfortable. 

"You are so fucking adorable right now, " Holly managed to snort out 
between laughs as she left him and even from all the way inside the 
garage. Happy could make out the faint blush that suffused the 
President's face. Chibs reached out and shoved her in the shoulder 
roughly, trying hard to glare. "Fuck off with ye. Lass!" 

She laughed even louder, slapping her bare knee and his eyes were 
immediately brought down to run the length of her creamy white legs. 
They went on for miles. Her laughter tapered off as she neared her 
car, but her hazel-green eyes were still dancing with amusement and 
she thrust whatever it was Chibs had given her in her pocket and then 

pulled her car keys out before letting out a loud whistle. Both 

Cheech and Sully ran towards her and she wagged a finger at one of 
the dogs. "No, you stay here, boy." 

Cheech fell back on his haunches and gazed up at her with sad eyes. 
She huffed as she opened the passenger door for her dog and he jumped 
in. "I said, no, Cheech. Don't look at me like that." 

"Hey, Holly, " Jimmy all but yelled at her suddenly, causing her and 
Quinn both to jump. Happy whipped his head around to look at him so 

quickly there was an audible crack. With all eyes on him and his own 

green ones widened to comical proportions, he twitched under the 
girl's sudden attention. "You should come to the party on 
Friday . " 

_0h for fuck's sake, Prospect_. Happy did not want that bitch there. 
As she closed the passenger door and walked around her car, she shook 
her head, not looking the slightest bit apologetic as she told him, 

"I would, but I don't want to." 

There was a strangled gurgle as the boy nearly choked on his tongue 
and Quinn cackled in incredulity. As she droved away, Jimmy set his 
scowl on Quinn, looking very much like a whipped pup. "At least I 
talked to her . " 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Holly didn't like kids. They were exhausting, expensive, and 
loud. But it was Friday night and Chibs had asked for a favor. They'd 
just finished the 400th Red Woody porno and their was a raucous wrap 
party going on at Teller-Morrow that was in full swing. It was 
guaranteed that there would be tons of sex and that was not the 
environment for children, so, she'd stepped up and offered to 
babysit. Lyla needed a night out with her man and this party was 

probably the thing both Lyla and Chibs needed to loosen up enough to 

get comfortable with each other in a more intimate manner. <p> 

From what Holly had gathered about the pair, it wasn't the sex itself 
that was the problem, it was what came directly after. Lyla had 

confided that she didn't know if Chibs was comfortable with cuddling 

with her or even showing affection and that she suspected he always 
felt guilty after they slept together because she was Lyla Winston, 
the widow of Opie Winston, another club member who had been murdered 
in prison. Holly could understand that. Chibs hooking up with Lyla no 
matter the circumstance was frowned upon, but because he was 



President nobody had the balls to say anything. And they weren't 
exactly being public about it, so there wasn't really anything anyone 
could comment on in the first place. 

But Holly did pick up on one thing. Despite how guilty it may have 
made him feel, how it was viewed as a serious betrayal between two 
brothers (even if one of them was dead) , it clearly meant Chibs 
Telford was more than a little in love with Lyla if he was willing to 
keep seeing her and that spoke volumes about the man in her eyes. 
She'd be damned if this relationship was going to crash and burn on 
her watch. Lyla had been through enough bullshit to last a lifetime 
and Holly was going to make sure she got something good. 

So there she was, in Lyla Winston's cramped, three bedroom house 
babysitting three energetic, opinionated children on a Friday night. 
But she took it in stride. They baked rice krispy treats, watched a 
bunch of Pixar movies and played both Twister and Operation. It was 
an eventful night and they didn't fall asleep until well after three 
in the morning. It was a pile of limbs across the floor and the couch 
when Lyla shook her awake gently the next day around noon. Lyla had 
given her a hug so intense it spoke volumes when she left about 
twenty minutes later with Sully in tow after giving Lyla the house 
key Chibs had snuck her at the clubhouse earlier in the week. 

Twenty minutes later, she found herself slumped down in a booth at 
the local diner that was conveniently located on her way home. Sully 
was sitting outside on the sidewalk barking at a passing motorcycle 
while she drained her third cup of coffee in an attempt to wake up. 
She had a mountain of homework to get through and an even larger 
mountain of laundry to work on when she got home. And that was beside 
the fact that she needed to mow the lawn later that afternoon. 

"You want some more coffee, Hun, " the middle-aged waitress asked 
kindly. She nodded and rubbed at her eyes. "Please. Can I get some 
more bacon and a couple more eggs?" 

"Sure thing, Hun, " the lady said amiably, "you could use some more 
meat on your bones." 

Holly winced internally and fought to keep from curling in on herself 
at the comment. No matter how much she ate, she couldn't seem to put 
on any weight, muscle or fat, it just didn't stick. Holly wasn't just 
a grazer, either, she ate until she was sure she would vomit some 
days, but as fast as she put on weight, she dropped it. Her 
Grandfather, Pop, had told it that she got it from her Grandmother 
and mother as both women had been just as stick thin as she was. The 
waitress came back with her plate of food and she dove right in, 
stuffing two long strips of bacon in her mouth at once. She hadn't 
noticed how hungry she was until she had actually tasted the 
food . 

Hair tossed up in a messy bun at the very top of her head, aviators 
shadowing her eyes from as much light as possible, and her clothes 
wrinkled beyond belief. Holly look like she gone several rounds with 
a bottle of Jose Cuervo, and she could tell by the barely there 
disappointment shining through the waitress' eyes that she believed 
that's exactly what Holly had done. 


She wasn't hungover; children took it out of her in a way nothing 
else did. She was in the process of slurping down half her mug of 



coffee when she looked up and noticed none other than Happy Lowman 
stalking through the front door of the diner and she wilted. While 
Holly hadn't really taken the time to get to know the silent biker, 
she knew one thing about the man. He was the most intense person she 
had ever met and it made her feel stifled and anxious and Holly 
already had enough on her plate without having to deal with some 
perpetually pissed off biker looming over her shoulder. She wanted 
nothing to do with that . 

Just as he looked over in her direction and returned her hostile 
glare with one of his own, she noticed something far more threatening 
on the other side of the diner and it came equipped with high-pitched 
giggling and judgmental smirks of superiority. "Fuck," she breathed 
out, despite her best efforts as she noticed the three blondes 
sitting in the round booth in the corner as they giggled and gestured 
to her in an over-exaggerated manner. She stabbed at one of her over 
easy eggs and shoveled it in her mouth. 

Holly Graham wasn't popular. She wasn't unpopular either, but it just 
so happened that she was the only viable target nearby and Cammie 
Showalter, Heather Neusbaum, and Tiffany Thompson weren't know for 
their benevolence. She fell back in her seat and watched with a 
visibly sour expression on her face when Cammie Showalter practically 
sashayed up to her table, her two fanatical followers bouncing after 

her. Cammie Showalter had the body of a fifties pinup and while Holly 

wasn't sure it was all natural, it was still something she envied 
about the blonde socialite before her. Cammie had thick blonde hair 
that always fell perfectly over her shoulders, perfectly manicured 
fingers, and every single article of clothing she wore not only 
looked like it fit like a glove, but also looked like she'd dropped a 

couple hundred dollars on it. Tiffany and Heather weren't anywhere 

near on par with Cammie, but they were damn near close. Every girl in 
school hated them because they wanted to be them. Not only were they 
perfect, they were untouchable. Cammie had given one of the 
footballers (she could never remember their names) a blowjob under 
the bleachers during the homecoming game's halftime and nobody shamed 
her for it. If it had been any other girl, she'd have been branded a 
slut for all eternity. People would be whispering about her behind 
her back even when she was old and gray shopping for pot roast 
ingredients at the local supermarket. High school fucking 
_blew_. 

"Well, if it isn't little Orphan Annie," Cammie cooed out snidely, 
flipping her hair over her shoulder. 

"You know, " Holly said, with feigned disinterest as she slid her 
sunglasses off her face, "I never knew they made blow-up sex dolls 
that could talk until I met you." 

Tiffany gasped, wounded on her leader's behalf. Cammie looked 
unfazed. "I heard you've been sucking biker dick down at 
Teller-Morrow every chance you get. Thinking of turning pro and 
working for Red Woody?" 

"Naw, I thought I'd leave the professional dick sucking to you, since 
you've done such a damn fine job of it so far. Didn't our team win 
state last year," she asked and Cammie ' s eyes narrowed dangerously, 
but she didn't heed the warning. She didn't have the patience to sit 
down and take this shit from some bleach-blonde ditz like Cammie 
Showalter. "You know the team always looks so much more relaxed and 



at the top of their game after half-time and you being head 
cheerleader and all, I figure you know just what it takes to get 
those boys into the end zone." 

"You're such a jealous little bitch," Heather jumped in and almost 
carbon copy of Cammie. Whatever Cammie did. Heather did. 

Holly let out a scoff. "Yes, that's it. I'm totally jealous of all 
the footballer dick I'm not getting shoved down my throat. That's 
what it is. Did you three need something?" 

"I heard Aaron Foster wants to ask you to winter formal." 

Holly blinked at that. What? This was not going where she had 
expected it to go at all. "What?" 

"Aaron Foster wants to ask you to winter formal, " Tiffany repeated 
for her friend, who looked very incensed by such information. Holly 
fell back in her seat and frowned down at her empty plate. Well, that 
was different. She'd never even talked to the guy before. They didn't 
have any classes together. Did they? "Well, that's news to me." 

"Are you gonna say yes," Cammie spat out. Holly gave her a look. 

"I've never even talked to the guy. Why the hell would I agree to go 
on a date with a guy I've never even talked to before? Besides," she 
added drily, "I might be busy sucking biker dick that night." 

"So you're gonna say no," Tiffany asked slowly. 

"What the fuck does it even matter?" 

"You are such a waste of space, " Cammie said with a disgusted shake 
of her head before she turned to stalk away from the table only to 
come face to chest with one very ominous looking biker. She jumped 
back with wide eyes before scampering around him and out of the 
diner . 

"It was nice talking to you," Holly called after her with faux 
cheeriness before the fake smile dropped from her face. Happy stared 
down at her with his usual hard expression. "Venus is pissed at me 
because of you." Straight to the point. 

"Then maybe you should knock instead of breaking into my house from 
now on, or I'll be forced to call your Mommy again." 

"Need to watch what you say to me." 

"I'm not afraid of your uptight ass." 

They continued to stare one another down for several minutes until 
Holly finally noticed he'd slid into the booth across from her. "So, 

I don't know what you think this is, but I do not want to be friends 
with you." When he only stared at her, she scowled further. Happy 
Lowman spoke even less than she did. It was infuriating. "The only 
thing I like about you is your dog." 

"I could say the same about you." 


"So we're clear on all that?" 



He simply nodded and when the waitress came to take her plate away 
and take Happy's order, she asked for a piece of cherry pie, licking 
her lips at the thought of it. She gave him another look and he tried 
not to grit his teeth too much. "So why are you still here?" 

Happy didn't respond because to be perfectly honest, he had no idea. 
Holly just snorted in disgust and picked up her fork as she folded 
her long legs under herself and took her first bite of pie. "Fucking 
love pie. Dude." 

When the waitress came back to refill her coffee she swallowed her 
mouthful quickly. "Can I get a chocolate milkshake and some fries, 
too?" 


The dumbfounded expression on the middle-aged woman said it all. "And 
just where are you planning on putting all that?" 

"My ass and thighs hopefully, " she replied breezily and the waitress 
let out a loud guffaw as she walked away. 

"You are so fucking weird." He hadn't meant to say it out loud, 
again, but he just couldn't help it. The redhead gave him a half 
shrug of nonchalance as she continued to polish off the piece of pie 
in front of her. 

"You look like shit today." She didn't, not really, but he couldn't 
think of anything else to say that wouldn't come off as a compliment. 
She quirked an eyebrow at him yet again and shook her head. "Yeah, 
well, it's been a real shit day today so." She let it hang in the air 
between them and he didn't comment. Before long, the waitress brought 
them their food and Holly started in immediately on her milkshake. 
They ate in silence while Happy looked her over critically. She was 
just so painfully skinny. But the way she was sitting there with her 
hair up in that sloppy bun on top of her head, her face scrubbed 
clean while her cheeks puffed out with a large mouthful of fries 
she'd just stuffed in it... well, he could kind of see why Jimmy was 
so twisted up about her. 

As Happy eyed her and she eyed him right back. It was hard to tell 
what he was thinking at any given moment, but sometimes, she could 
catch glimpses. Whatever it was he had been thinking a moment before, 
had upset him because now he was glaring at his pancakes like a 
sullen child and somehow the sight of a terrifying asshole like Happy 
Lowman, who was literally covered from head to toe in tattoos, 
glaring at his half stack of pancakes was one of the cutest albeit 
funniest things she'd ever seen. She finished her milkshake in one 
long gulp and watched as he stabbed at the remainder of his food as 
she mulled things over in her mind. _Fuck it_. 

"Wanna come over to my place and share some smoke?" 

Happy scowled at her for so long it should have made her feel 
uncomfortable. Instead, it told her exactly what his answer would 
be . 

"Yeah, Whatever." 


4 . Chapter 4 



**I don't own anything. All the characters belong to Kurt Sutter. I'm 
just playing with his toys. ** 

**I want to thank you all for the massive response. It's very much 
appreciated. A lot. All the reviews and follows and favorites really 
motivate me as a writer and it's great to know that something that 
started out as just some random, fluffy thought dancing through my 
head and ended up becoming a labor of love could grab the attention 
of all of you. I love all three of my stories, but this is my 
favorite because this pairing is just so damn weird and there are so 

many directions in which I can guide them as opposed to can't. 

* * 

**This chapter is one of my absolute favorites. It was so fun to 
write and I hope you enjoy reading it as much as I enjoyed writing 
it.** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>4 . Fall<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>It was almost November. Holly was stoked. Venus and Tig had 
invited her to their house for Thanksgiving dinner and Holly was 
giddy at the thought. It had been so long since she'd attended a 
Thanksgiving dinner she could barely even remember how it went. But 
she could definitely remember the food. She could remember helping 
her Nana bake the pumpkin pies and she could remember her Nana 
swatting her Pop's hands away whenever he tried to snitch any of the 
turkey before dinner was ready. <p> 

Her cheery mood was just barely dampened by the fact that she was 
currently standing in front of room 118 at Hands of Grace Assisted 
Living Facility trying to pluck up the courage to enter. She clutched 
the tin of oatmeal raisin cookies-Pop ' s favorite-and blew out a puff 
of air. Even though he wasn't completely gone, he didn't recognize 
her anymore. He thought she was her mother, which was even 
worse . 

The nurse in front of her wrapped her hand around the door. "You 
ready? " 

Holly nodded in assurance, more so for herself than for the nurse and 
the nurse seemed to understand and gave her a gentle smile. "He's 
having a good day." 

"Yeah, " she asked as the door opened, hopeful for the first time in a 
long time since she had started visiting him. Good days were few and 
far between and Pop's health had taken a nosedive the year 
before . 

Her grandfather was sitting in his chair in front of the television 
watching "The Price Is Right". And he was yelling. Holly stood in the 
threshold of the room, mouth slightly open as she took in his 
demeanor. It was a good day. 

"Mr. Graham, Holly's here to see you." 


He turned in their direction and a large smile plastered itself on 



his generously wrinkled face. "Sweetpea! You made it!" 

All Holly could do was nod, afraid that if she tried to speak, her 
words would be choked from the large lump in her throat. She sniffed 
surreptitiously. Her grandfather moved forward, leaning heavily on 
his cane and wrapped his arms, which were still burly even for his 
age and condition, around her. "My best girl right here! Come sit, 
come sit . " 

"I brought you some oatmeal cookies." 

"Oh who gives a shit about cookies right now, " he huffed, waving them 
off, "the nurse will just confiscate them when you leave 
anyway . " 

She frowned at that. She'd worked hard on those cookies. They were 
for her Pop and no one else. "They didn't tell me not to bring 
sweets . " 

He waved that off as well and leaned toward her. "How are things? 
How's school? You still getting good grades? You still studying 
hard? " 

Holly grinned, feeling her chest puff out with pride as she nodded 
and he clapped his hands together. "My good girl, have you been 
applying to colleges? You still want to be a veterinarian don't 
you? " 

"Yep, I'm working at an animal shelter in Charming, where I live now, 
looks good on the college applications." 

"Charming, you said, " her grandfather asked, eyebrows raised, he 
jerked his thumb over his shoulder in the direction of the door. "You 
know Maria in 214 has a son that lives up in Charming?" 

"Maria, " Holly let out a low whistle and her Pop frowned, rolling his 
eyes. Her grin widened and she waggled her eyebrows at him. "That 
your girlfriend?" 

"No, she's not my girlfriend," he grumbled, looking only mildly put 
out by the innocent suggestion. He folded his hands in his lap and 
leaned back in the recliner, his expression becoming serious. 
"Maria's, Maria's got cancer. Pancreatic. When the chemo doesn't take 
too much out of her, she sits out in the garden with me. Even when I 
have my bad days. We play checkers." 

Holly tried to smile at that, but it felt weak as if it had been 
painted on. "It's good you have a friend here. Pop. She sounds like a 
lovely lady." 

"She is. And I'm sure you've met her son," he said, poking her leg 
affectionately with the end of his cane, "His name's Harry." 

Holly thought it over, mentally going over every person she'd met in 
Charming thus far, before finally giving a shake of her head. "Nope, 

I haven't met him yet." 

Her Pop gave a shrug as if it didn't matter one way or the other and 
she supposed it really didn't. "Well, he's older, so you probably 
don't run in the same circles. Now, have you met a nice young boy to 



settle down with?" 


"Pop, " she whined, sinking down in her chair and clamping a hand over 
her mouth to hid her frown of discomfort. While she always looked 
forward to visiting on a good day, this was the one aspect she didn't 
enjoy. Questions about her love life had always been uncomfortable 
and a pain to answer. Nana had always been the one to give her the 
third degree about boys at school, but once she had passed on. Pop 
had quickly swooped in to continue the tradition. Holly picked at the 
hem of her shorts and tapped the back of her flip flop against her 
heel in quick repetition, making her grandfather raise one bushy 
white eyebrow as he frowned right back at her. "No. I'm not 
looking . " 

"Well, haven't you met at least one single boy you like spending time 
with? A good-lookin' fella who pays attention to you and wants to be 
around you?" 

Happy's slouched form taking up half her couch as he puffed on a 
joint while she finished up her calculus homework flashed through her 
mind and she mentally scoffed at that image. Happy Lowman was not by 
any means a boy and one could definitely not consider him one. He was 
a weird man who liked to hang out with high school senior misfits 
simply so he could smoke all their weed and drink all their beer. At 
least, that's what she told herself. 

But surely Chibs and Tig had pot. And he was pretty sure the club 
owned some nearby dispensary. So, he had options. Why was he spending 
every Saturday at her house, toking it up while she studied or did 
laundry with his eyes glued to the television? She felt her brow-line 
droop as she remembered the way he'd found her trying to snake the 
sink drain and then spent the entire afternoon with his upper body in 
the lower cabinets while he unclogged the pipes and her garbage 
disposal while she fed him beer and a ham sandwich. It had 
been ... domestic to say the least and he'd left as soon as he was done 
and she hadn't seen him for a week and a half. 

"Aha, " her grandfather exclaimed, jolting her out of her bitter 
musings, "there is a boy!" 

"No there isn't," she argued back, though she knew it wasn't any use. 
His mind was made up. She had a gentleman caller and that was the end 
of it. As far as he was concerned, she was already engaged. It was 
horrifying to think about. "We don't even talk about stuff. We just 

sit there and that's it. We only see each other once a week." 

"So, you're dating each other then," he said, nodding his head as if 
he understood what she was trying to say. Holly was at a loss for 

words. "Well, that's good. He's obviously interested in you. Man of 

few words, you said?" 

Holly just gaped at him. How had this visit gone so horribly wrong? 
She had been expecting to talk about school the entire time. Small 
talk about her incompetent lab partner she could handle. Trying to 
explain hanging out with Happy Lowman, who she didn't even _like_, 
was something she had not prepared for. He was just some weirdo biker 
she put up with because she didn't want his friends to get pissed off 
at her because they were also her friends and she liked them. 

"Pop, " she groaned as she listened to him drone on and on about how 



lucky she was to have found someone to spend her life with. "Can we 
talk about something else," she asked hopefully, biting her lip, "I 
didn't come here to talk about me." 

"Well, that's too bad, that's what I want to talk about. Candy." 

Holly felt her body go cold instantly. _Her mother's name. He had 
called her by her mother's name_. Her jovial, good-natured 
grandfather was suddenly replaced by some darker, angrier man she 
didn't know, whose blue eyes were filled with righteous indignation. 
"Your mother and I didn't raise to grow up to be some drug-addicted 
prostitute. You think that young man is going to be able to take care 
of you and a baby? You think you can take care of a baby? You think 
you can stop shoving that shit up your nose and in your body long 
enough to take care of a baby?" He stabbed at her calf meanly and she 
jerked her leg up close to her body and turned herself away from him, 
her eyes wide and full of tears. "Pop..." 

"You're gonna end up dead in some gutter somewhere, alone!" He was 
screaming now, spittle flying from the corners of his mouth as two 
nurses and an orderly flew through the door and quickly restrained 
him and pulled him away from his cowering granddaughter. The nurse 
who had let her in earlier guided her toward the front door, patting 
her shoulder soothingly though it did little to calm her. 

"Holly, honey, you know this happens this late in the day, " the nurse 
said, reminding her of past visits, "You have to remember that that 
isn't him and it's nothing against you." 

She backed away from the woman and hugged her arms around herself. 
Holly shook her head. "It doesn't make it any easier knowing that. He 
thought I was my mother." 

The nurse nodded sympathetically. "I'll call you tomorrow and let you 
know how he's doing. He's been doing better these last few weeks, but 
there's always lows." 

"Thank you," she said quietly as she walked away. She just wanted to 
go home and cry. She barely made it into her car in the parking lot 
before she broke down. 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>"What, " Holly snapped, slamming her pencil down on top of her 
Calculus book as she narrowed her eyes at the bald man lounging 
behind her on the couch. He'd been staring a hole in the side of her 
head for the past half hour and she had barely managed to finish the 
first problem on her worksheet because of it. She should have been 
halfway done. "What the fuck are you staring at? I've got to get this 
shit done and I can't until you quit staring at me like some Goddamn 
creeper ! "<p> 

If he was at all offended, he didn't show it. He just continued to 
study her with that unreadable look on his face. Sometimes, Holly 
wondered if he could actually feel anything. Maybe he just felt numb 
all the time. "You got any family," he asked finally. Holly's 
infuriated expression fell into one of utter confusion, her lips 
parting slightly. She was so completely thrown by the unexpected 
question that she missed the way his gaze dipped down toward them 
before turning back up to her meet her eyes. 



"Yeah," she answered finally. Her voice stuttered along with mind as 
she tried to wrap her head around his sudden interest in her personal 
life. "My grandfather." 

"How come you don't live with him," he asked and she tilted her head 
as she eyed him warily, trying to figure out just what his angle was. 
His eyes were intense-more intense than usual if that was even 
possible-darker and narrowed, and his mouth was set in it's usual 
grimace of distaste. She rolled her eyes and picked up her pencil and 
turned away from him, dismissing him bodily. Words weren't necessary 
with him in most cases. "He has Alzheimer's, so he's in an assisted 
living facility." 

He didn't say anything further, though she hadn't expected him to, 
but his piercing gaze still lingered and Holly found herself turning 
her body slightly away from him in response. He was making her 
nervous and she wasn't sure why. She was reminded briefly of her 
conversation with her Pop about Happy and how her Pop had considered 
this dating. Holly felt her body cringe in response and brought her 
hand up to the right side of her face, blocking it from Happy's view. 
His penchant for staring had always been bothersome before, but she 
hadn't been so painfully aware of it then. Now, she felt naked under 
his intense scrutiny, her skin exposed and raw. If this was what 
dating was supposed to look like, this was the most fucked up, 
awkward relationship she'd ever heard of. 

"You're out of beer," he intoned behind her and her skin broke out in 
goosebumps in response. Mortified, she scratched violently at her 
shoulder, urging it to go away as she responded through clenched 
teeth, "There's a bottle of vodka Tig gave me in the freezer." 

He rose from the couch wordlessly and walked into the kitchen. All 
the tension drained from her body the moment he left the room and she 
rubbed a hand over her face. Why was she even entertaining the idea 
that they were any more to each other than mere acquaintances who 
hated people enough that they were willing to spend time together in 
order to satisfy their innate urges for social contact? Human nature 
was so fucked. 

Of course she would gravitate to someone even weirder than she was. 
She wondered vaguely if Happy thought she was weird. Did he? He had 
to think there was something wrong with her that she didn't have any 
friends her age. Her best friend was a porn star. That was weird, 
right? The high school honor student hanging out with the tranny and 
the porn star in her spare time. That's what other people thought 
about her. Why did this bother her so much? That he could think she 
was so weird? If he didn't like her he wouldn't hang out with her, 
right? What if Tig put him up to it? What if Tig told him to hang out 
with her because he wanted her to feel like she had more friends than 
she could count on one hand. Oh my God, if that were the case, she 
was pathetic. 

And since when had she stopped disliking Happy with a violent 
intensity that made her want to slap the shit out of him every time 
he opened his mouth? The third, the forth, the fifth time he'd come 
over to just sit on her couch and drink all her beer and stare at the 
television while she completely ignored his presence? Or was it the 
time she'd watched him sift through her vinyl collection while he 
alternated between nodding in approval and scowling in disgust at her 
musical preferences? 



Holly tucked her auburn hair behind her ear and then jumped, breaking 
the tip of her pencil off on her paper when Happy jumped back halfway 
through the kitchen doorway. "_There's a fucking **cat** in your 
freezer__, " he yelled, pointing off toward her refrigerator, his eyes 
wide. Oh, shit. She had forgotten all about that. 

"Oh, uh, " she swallowed thickly. Oh, my God, why was she this 
embarrassed? It wasn't a big deal. Yeah, it was a little weird, but 
she a had a completely sane reason for having it in there. "I paid 
one of the guys from the Science Club to steal it for me so I can 
practice dissecting a cat before the final at the end of this 
semester . " 

"You bought a dead cat, so you can dissect it," he asked slowly. 

While the look on his face was still unreadable, there was something 
different shadowed in his eyes. They were blacker than they had been 
a few moments before. Holly cringed inwardly for the millionth time. 
Okay, so it definitely didn't sound as sane as she'd hope. She nodded 
wordlessly. Opening her mouth hadn't done her any favors thus 
far . 

"Can I watch, " he asked, leaning on the doorway, and there was a 
sudden spark in his eyes. He was excited. If it weren't for the sour 
twist of his mouth he'd have the look of a kid on Christmas about 
him. This should have made her nervous (who the hell gets excited 
about dissecting things?), but she shrugged. "I guess, if you can 
handle the smell of formaldehyde. Plus, I have to skin it first-" 

"I wanna do it," he declared, cutting her off as he pushed off the 
doorway and charged back into the kitchen like a man on a mission. 
Holly jumped up from the floor, incredulous. "We're doing this now," 
she yelped, "I haven't even studied up on cat anatomy yet. I was 
going to do this _next_ week!" 

She watched him shake his head as he pulled the large plastic sack 
containing the dead feline out of the freezer and slapped it down on 
the kitchen table. She jumped at the dull thud it created. "Happy, I 
don't even have a dissection tray or gloves-" 

"Don't need 'em," he told her with another shake of his head and he 
rolled the toothpick that was jutting out from between his lips 
around in his mouth as he threw open the kitchen window. "Go get your 
textbook. We can prop it up so you can see what's going on. Should 
have had that science geek steal you a copy of the test." 

"It's oral," she said as she went to retrieve her book. "The teacher 
calls out which organ or muscle we're to remove and then we do so. 
They mark down whether we're right or wrong." Holly sauntered back 
into her bedroom and opened up the window and turned on the ceiling 
fan to help the air circulate better. When she came back into the 
kitchen. Happy had the cat laid out on top of the square table and he 
was bouncing his leg up and down in barely concealed anticipation. 
"Took you long enough." 

"Sorry," she muttered even though she was far from it. This was not 
how she expected to be spending her afternoon. It was her one day off 
this week and after the trying visit with her Pop, she'd wanted 
nothing more than to get her homework done and watch every single 
Disney movie she owned. But Happy had thrown a massive wrench in 



those plans. 


She settled in the chair across from him and watched as he pulled his 
knife from his belt. Her eyes widened as she took in the length of 
the blade. It was a really big knife and Happy brandished it like he 
was brandishing a fork at dinner with familiar ease. Holly watched 
with wide eyes as he grabbed the tan and white cat by the scruff and 
pulled it toward himself and began to cut at it's hide as if it were 
something he'd done a million times before. As if he'd skinned more 
than a few things in his life. Her class had already started 
dissecting cats last week and Holly knew from experience that it was 
not easy at all. It required a lot of muscle to be able to yank their 
hide down the length of their body and she and most of her 
classmates-some of which were big hulking boys on the wrestling 
team-had been forced to use their scalpels to help them cut away the 
tissue that was preventing them from separating the hide from the 
rest of their cats. 

Happy didn't have that problem. He gripped the cat's head in one hand 
and yanked it's hide away with the other and all it took was one firm 
tug. And his mouth had twitched upward, pleased with his handiwork 
and Holly was left speechless and awed. Sure, she'd expected he was 
strong. He had some of the most muscular forearms she's ever seen and 
she'd been only mildly skeptical of his ability to feel the full 
range of human emotion. But witnessing such a feat of strength 
coupled with an almost smile from one of the most enigmatic people 
she'd ever heard of let alone met, was something she didn't even have 
words for. 

"How did you do that, " she asked breathlessly, leaning over the table 
as her eyes shone with astonishment. His head snapped in her 
direction and the almost smile dropped from his face. He'd clearly 
forgotten she was there, but Holly didn't give two shits about that. 
No, she wanted to know how he'd done what he'd done. "Seriously, 
how ' d you do that? We have to skin our cats in ten minutes. It took 

me an hour. I need to know how you did that." 

They regarded on another in absolute silence. Holly's curiosity soon 
replaced with an anxious excitement she couldn't quite understand. 
Happy had that dark look on his face that he'd had before when he was 
standing in the doorway and she'd first told him why she had a dead 
cat in the first place. But she definitely knew something had shifted 
between them. 

There was a sudden buzzing sound and he bared his teeth and growled 

as he set the cat on the table along with its hide and then fished 

around his pocket, his lower lip puckered slightly as he scowled, 
giving off the impression of a sullen child who ' d just been told it 
was time to come in from playing outside. "Yeah," he growled into the 
phone . 

Whatever the other person on the other end said, it wasn't what he 
had wanted to hear. His other hand, which was resting on the table, 
curled into a fist and he visibly clenched his jaw. "Aight, I'll be 
there in fifteen." He bared his teeth then, snarling. "Ain't your 
business where I'm at, fucker. I'll be there in fifteen." He snapped 
the flip phone shut with enough force. Holly was surprised that it 
didn't break. He shoved it back in his pocket and then looked at her, 
his face a blank mask of indifference once more. "I gotta go. Got 
business to take care of." 



Holly didn't know how to respond to any of this. Her head was 
swimming. She could feel herself nod as she watched him put the cat 
back into the plastic sack and tie it shut. He wiggled the skin at 
her as he held it up. "I'll get rid of this. Unless you need 
it?" 


She shook her head and continued to sit and stare dumbly as he put 
the cat back in the freezer, tossed the skin in the trash bin under 
the kitchen sink, and then took the trash bag out of the bin and set 
it aside before he washed his knife off in the sink. He scrubbed it 
thoroughly and quickly, like it was something he did often. Holly 
took it all in in silence, never taking her eyes off him or opening 
her mouth once. When he picked up the trash bag and nodded goodbye to 
her before he disappeared out the front door. Holly continued to sit 
there . 

There was only one thought that continued to plague her for the rest 
of the day and long into the night, where she lay in bed watching the 
ceiling fan rotate continuously. _Maybe Happy and I really _are_ 
dat ing_. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>That had been unexpected. The past forty-eight hours had been 
unexpected. Holly Graham had been full of surprises since the day 
he'd met her, but he'd expected that to wear off eventually. Instead, 
the surprises kept on coming and so did he. Happy needed to know 
more, he needed to understand her, what she was about. Why she was 
just so fucking weird and why with ever new piece of information he 
had about her, the more intriguing she became. But more than needing 
to, he <em>wanted<em> to. 

When he had pulled into Hands of Grace Assisted Living Facility to 
visit his mother that Sunday, the last thing he had expected was to 
see Holly Graham walking out of the front doors and into the parking 
lot. He was immediately incensed at the sight of her. How in the hell 
had she known about his mother? How the hell had she known his mother 
was even there? Why the hell was she sticking her nose in his 
business ? 

But she'd trudged straight toward her car, her hands visibly shaking 
as she fumbled with her car keys and her shoulders had been heaving 
up and down. Happy had never seen her in an emotional state such as 
that. As she'd wiped at her eyes with her forearm, only just managing 
to get her door open, she practically dove into the driver's seat and 
slammed the door shut. And then she'd completely broken down and for 
a moment. Happy forgot that he was still sitting astride his 
motorcycle. Sure, Happy had seen people lose it before. Tig when he 
lost his daughter, Lyla when she'd been beaten by the snuff porn 
assholes, Jax when Abel was taken, but this... he understood this. 

This wasn't just a broken heart, this was someone who was helpless to 
stop whatever it was that was happening to someone they loved. There 
was frustration, anger, and hurt, clearly etched into her pained face 
as she cried into her steering wheel. He got that. He'd felt it all 
when his Mom had first been diagnosed. 

Happy understood her for the first time since he met her. She wasn't 
just some weird and awkward teenager that he kind of hung out with 
when he didn't want to have to deal with the club and all the 



bullshit that came with it. She was a normal person with real 
problems that he could relate to, even if she didn't know that. 


And even though she was alone, she was fighting with all her might 
not to cry and Happy admired that. He admired her as he watched her 
let her head fall back against the headrest and stare unseeing 
through the windshield as the tears slowed to a halt and that mask of 
indifference that they both wore so well slipped back in place. She'd 
started her car, and driven out of the parking lot without a backward 
glance and Happy had been thinking of her and the way she'd cried 
until he'd seen her next. 

So he'd asked about it as subtly as he could and more puzzle pieces 
had fallen into place. Until he found the cat in her freezer. Holy 
fuck, he had not seen that coming. And she'd been so blasA© about it, 
like everyone had a dead cat just sitting in their freezer waiting 
for them to cut it open. She was just so fucking weird. And even 
weirder, he realized he was slightly into that. More than 
slightly . 

Holly hadn't been repulsed when he'd skinned the cat in one go. She 
hadn't freaked out and squealed in disgust like any normal woman 
would. She'd been impressed. And Happy would have been lying if he 
said that that hadn't been a major turn on for him. If his phone 
hadn't gone off, there was a serious chance he would have tried 
something with her. 

Now, Happy was laying in bed in his room at the clubhouse thinking 
about how a few hours earlier he'd finished skinning a cat with an 
eighteen year old girl that was way too skinny and it made him want 
to fuck her into oblivion. He wanted her long legs and arms wrapped 
tightly around him, nails digging so hard into his back that they 
drew blood while she screamed his name and begged him for more. He 
growled at himself. He was making this unnecessarily complicated for 
himself, which was what he had been trying to avoid in the first 
place. Hanging out with Holly had been so far removed from 
complication that he hadn't even factored in the possibility of 
finding her even remotely attractive at all. 

He turned over on his stomach and punched his pillow. He really hoped 
Holly wasn't reading as much into this as he was because then he was 
well and truly fucked. 


5 . Chapter 5 

**I don't own anything. All the characters belong to Kurt Sutter. I'm 
just playing with his toys. ** 

**It's kind of crazy how much of a response this has gotten. I kind 
of expected a couple of "oh, hey this was kind of cute. You should 
write more at some point." But it's been way more overwhelming than 
expected. It makes it easier to keep going. Every single one of you 
who favorites, follows, and reviews this story, I feel, is as much a 
contributor as I am. That may be an exaggeration, to some but it 
really makes me keep going.** 

**Okay, here's a message for Karina (I do like to answer my readers 
when they have questions or something concerns them) I'm glad you 
take issue with the age difference between Happy and Holly _because 



you should_. I would be really worried if it didn't at least go 
through your mind once. It's going to be a major issue. One of many. 
Age differences are a big deal.** 

**sheshe073: The cat. I actually had to dissect at cat in my anatomy 
class (no I'm not a vet or a doctor) . I didn't steal one and keep it 
in my freezer. But skinning a cat really is harder than expected. I 
think we were supposed to dissect piglets because they're closer to 
the human anatomy, but they were too much for the school budget. So I 
never did have a cat in a freezer, but my anatomy teacher did put a 
dead raccoon in the dead cat freezer one day because she found it 
dead on the side of the road and decided we all had to touch it's 
feet and see how human they felt. I remember one of the guys from the 
football team yelling "why do you have a raccoon in the cat freezer?" 
None of us were fazed because she did crazy shit like this all the 
time and she was my absolute favorite teacher. In a way, she's my 
inspiration for Holly because she was just so out there and told the 
most outrageous stories. Anyway, I didn't find an opossum like you 
but we did find a raccoon in the cat freezer.** 

**Anyway, read, review, and enjoy. ** 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>5. Educat ional<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Th ' bloody hell are ya doin', love?"<p> 

Holly and Lyla bother turned in unison to look at the Scotsman as he 
dismounted his bike and stood in the middle of the front yard looking 
up at them with eyebrows raised clear up into his hairline. Lyla 
smiled brightly at him and held her gloved hands up in front of her. 
"We ' re cleaning the gutters . " 

"Well, I got that much, " Chibs snorted as he removed his sunglasses 
and watched as Lyla slowly descended the ladder to go and greet him, 
"but why?" 

"Holly mentioned she needed to clean the gutters so I offered to 
help, " she said with a shrugged once she neared him. She wound her 
arms around his waist and gave him a hard, quick kiss on the mouth. 
Holly rolled her eyes, but didn't say anything and went back to 
pulling leaves and other debris out of the near rusted through 
gutters. She was about to give up on the project. Most of the 
guttering _was_ rusted through in places and needed to be replaced, 
but she wanted to see just how extensive the damage was. 

Chibs wrapped one of his own arms around the petite blonde and gave 
her a squeeze. "Yes, but you know that all ye 'ad to do was call me 
and I would ' ave sent the prospect and Rat over to take care of 

it . " 

"I do not want Jimmy the Creep anywhere near my gutters," Holly 
exclaimed loudly, making a face at the idea, "and I don't like Rat. 
He's a total Dick." 


"Besides, it's not that hard and the kids are playing out back with 
Sully," Lyla said and gave another shrug. "And if we need help, we'll 



call Tig. 


"You really think Tig knows how to clean gutters, " Chibs scoffed, 
smirking as he imagined the vice-president cursing up a storm as he 
pulled mounds of wet moldy leaves out of the gutters. He really 
wanted to see that. "Maybe you should call him and the two a you can 
supervise. I'll even help." 

Lyla shoved his shoulder and giggled, making him smirk even more. 
Holly mimed vomiting in the gutter as she continued to work. Being 
around Chibs and Lyla when the rest of the club was absent was like 
being forced to watch some bizarre Nicholas Sparks novel that was 
rewritten into some campy American Pie movie. Once Chibs had gotten 
comfortable with the idea of her being privy to their relationship, 
he'd become a lot more outspoken about his affection for Lyla and 
their rather lively sex life. It had been mentioned in front of her 
on several occasions that they had a camcorder in their bedroom and 
that it was used. Often. Good for them. She didn't want to know 
anymore about it. _Ever__. 

There was the familiar roar of more motorcycles and Chibs and Lyla 
pulled away from one another reluctantly as five more motorcycles 
coasted onto the street and Holly watched as the rest of the Sons of 
Anarchy motorcycle club slowly wheeled their bikes up her driveway 
with a frown on her face. She turned her body toward them and looked 
down at the President with a raised eyebrow. He 
shrugged . 

"Sweetheart, what are you doing, " Tig asked after he had parked his 
bike and took his sunglasses off. Holly groaned inwardly. "I'm 
cleaning my gutters . " 

The dark haired man shook his head and waved her over. "Naw, get down 
from there. I'll have the prospect do that for you." 

Holly stomped her foot against one of the aluminum rungs of the 
ladder and huffed at him. "I don't want the prospect to do it . I'll 
do it, it's my house. I know what I'm doing." 

"It's too dangerous. Baby, you could fall," Tig argued over her, "now 
get your ass off that ladder." 

"No," she snapped back, sticking her nose up in the air, "I won't do 

it . " 

So what if she was acting like a toddler? Tig was being an 
overprotect ive dick and he needed to understand that she was a big 
girl who could clean gutters just fine. She wasn't some helpless 
bimbo who didn't know the first thing about upkeep necessary in 
maintaining a house. To say otherwise was insulting. 

"You get down from there right now, " he snapped, pointing a finger at 
her. She stomped her foot again. "I said no! I'm almost 
finished ! " 

"Holly, honey, I can see it from here those things need replaced. 
There's no point in cleaning them out," he tried to reason her, 
clearly becoming cross with her refusal. "So, just come down and I'll 
take you to go get some new fucking gutters and help you put them up 
my self. " 



Well, Holly hadn't expected that. Tig had been soft on her in the 
past and she'd just assumed it was because Venus was one of her 
friends and Venus had made it a point to make sure all the men 
treated her with respect whenever she was around them, but now... She 
averted her gaze to her sneaker clad feet. The moment was turning 
awkward with everyone there watching them have some sort of weird 
f ather/daughter argument that neither one of them seemed to know how 
to address properly or cordially. Bickering was how they dealt with 
one another. She gave a one arm shrug. "Whatever." 

"Okay, now come down here and get yourself cleaned up. We're having 
family dinner tonight." Once she reached the final rung of the 
ladder, he gripped her by the back of her neck and pressed a kiss to 
the crown of her head, shoving her off toward the front door. She 
looked over her shoulder at him and watched as Tig turned his pale 
eyes toward the other men and pointed at the pile of gutter gunk on 
the lawn. "Rat, get over here and clean this shit up." 

"I'll do it!" Holly looked up to find Jimmy halfway out of the black 
panel van and couldn't stop the grimace that crossed her face. 

"Get back in the fucking van, prospect, " Happy roared from his bike, 
"you're supposed to be at the house helping Vee, you useless 
shit ! " 


The bigger guy. Holly thought his name was Quinn, let out a low 
rumble of a laugh and crossed his arms across his broad chest. Happy 
sneered as he watched Jimmy lunge into the van and slam the door shut 
with wide eyes. One thing she noticed about the others was that they 
were terrified of Happy, even the President and Vice President 
sometimes looked at him like he was about to snap at any moment. 

Holly couldn't really see it. Yeah, he might go off on one of them 
and maybe threaten to kill them, but she really doubted he would beat 
the shit out of any of them without good reason. 

As the van's tired squealed against the pavement when the vehicle 
peeled out. Tig started to cackle in amusement and Holly shook her 
head at him, smiling. "You guys are dicks." 

"Aye, but ye love us for it, " Chibs chuckled and she smirked at him, 
tugging her hair out of it's messy updo and running her fingers 
through it. "Yeah, but that just shows how fucked in the head I 


"Have Daddy issues, do ya, " he laughed. It was harmless ribbing and 
Holly saw it as such. "Oh yeah, big ones." 

She turned to look at Tig, who was busy supervising Ratboy. "I'm 
gonna take a shower." 

"Why?" 

Holly gave him a look. "Because I'm covered in sweat and I'm sticky. 
Give me ten minutes." 

"Well, don't be late or Venus will kick my ass." 

Holly didn't bother to respond and just disappeared into the house, 
stripping herself of her dirty clothes once she reached her bedroom. 



She shut herself in the bathroom and started up the shower, waiting 
until the water warmed up enough and then jumped under the spray. 
Holly scrubbed her skin furiously and then shampooed her hair into a 
thick lather, relishing in the clean smelling lavender scented 
shampoo and conditioner set she had picked out. She loved smelling 
clean. Her bedroom may have been an utter pigsty and even her living 
room was a disaster zone on occasion, but she liked for things to 
smell clean and that included herself. 

She was done showering in less than five minutes and she stumbled out 
of the steamy bathroom and into her room running her towel over her 
body as she tripped through the pile of dirty clothes strewn across 
the floor toward her dresser. "Tomorrow is definitely laundry day. 
Jesus, " she muttered to herself as she fished out a pair of 
underwear, but was unable to come up with a clean bra. She yanked 
open the bottom drawer and pulled out a bikini top. It would have to 
do. It may have been a little tighter than it should've been since 
that minor growth spurt the summer before when her breasts had grown 
a from a B to a C, but it was the only suit she owned and it was 
clean and that was all that mattered as she tied it up. She put on a 
pair off cut off jean shorts and a plain, baggy white 
tee-shirt . 

Holly was halfway finished pulling on one of her converse when she 
fell through the doorway to the living room, landing on her side in a 
heap. Luckily, the damp towel she'd slung over her shoulder absorbed 
most of the fall, but it still knocked some of the breath from her 
lungs. She let out a long-suffering sigh and pulled herself back up 
only to find Happy sitting on her couch, that infuriatingly blank 
look on his face as he watched her, as he sat that there like he 
owned the place. Never had she wanted to punch someone in the face so 
badly. Instead, she lifted the towel from her shoulder and rubbed 
hard at her scalp to get the water from her hair. "How many times do 
I have to tell you this is not your house and you can't just... be 
here? Seriously. Like, learn to fucking knock or something." 

"Tig told me to wait to make sure you didn't take an hour." 

Holly let out a groan of disgust and stalked back into her room and 
on through to her bathroom. "I don't need a fucking babysitter. 

Happy! I said ten minutes, it's been nine!" 

"You're cutting it close," he called back and she rolled her eyes as 
she hung the towel on the towel rack and then quickly applied some 
eyeliner. She studied herself in the mirror and then nodded to 
herself in approval. She came back into the living room to find Happy 
bouncing his leg impatiently as he waited for her. "You 
done? " 

"Yeah, let's go," Holly mumbled and she was halfway past him when he 
grabbed her wrist and jerked her to a stop, forcing her to look at 
him. "We gonna finish the cat tonight?" 

She yanked her arm out of his grip and rubbed the abused flesh. He 
hadn't hurt her, but it felt wrong where he'd grabbed her. Like she'd 
been jolted by static and her skin itched. "Yeah, I guess. But I have 
to do my homework first. Then we can at least start on it." 


He followed her out of the house, walking far too close for comfort. 
She could feel the heat radiating off him as he crowded her from 



behind and she had an odd sense that he was herding her. "Dude, do 
you mind? Back up." 

He'd put his sunglasses back on and the only indication she had that 
he was looking at her was that he tilted his head down in her 
direction. "Prospect's staring at you." 

"And," she asked snottily. Happy being in such close proximity was 
grating on her nerves more than anything she could remember in recent 
history and she didn't like it one bit. "Back up. Happy." She turned 
and smacked his shoulder with enough force to knock him back a step. 
His glare was instantaneous and he slapped her hand away from him 
hard enough that the sound echoed in the space around them. "Don't 
hit me, little girl." 

Testing her luck, she slapped him back. "Don't get in my personal 
bubble. Cock Thistle." 

Happy had no idea how to respond to that. Cock Thistle. That was new. 
He smacked at her again and she dodged it, some of the heat going out 
of her angry expression as she tried to figure out her next move. 
Holly tried to kick him in the shin. He grabbed ahold of her foot and 
pulled her, causing her other foot to go out from under her and she 
fell forward, just barely catching herself from face-planting in the 
grass while she shrieked in indignation. "Asshole!" 

Happy didn't respond as he kept a firm grip on her foot and started 
to haul her closer by her leg. She let out another startled cry and 
clutched at the grass. "What are you doing?!" Again, he didn't 
respond and ignored the small crowd that was gathered in Tig and 
Venus's backyard as they watched, bewildered and speechless at the 
completely bizarre altercation going on in front of them. "Let me 
go ! " 

"No, " was all he said as pulled her up by her waist and threw her 
over his shoulder and continued walking toward the backyard like he 
wasn't carrying some crazy teenaged girl over his shoulder like a 
sack of potatoes. The skin on the back of her thighs was incredibly 
soft and smooth. His fingers itched to rub it, but he kept them still 
by gripping her legs nearly hard enough to bruise. Once he reached 
his brothers, he dropped her unceremoniously at their feet and she 
landed in a pile of limbs in the green grass. 

She scowled up at him half-heartedly, obviously embarrassed at being 
manhandled so thoroughly. "I really hate you right now." 

He shrugged at her and fell into the nearest deck chair, leg already 
bouncing with impatience. "So, when's dinner?" 

Holly shook her head at him in disgust as she dusted the grass from 
the seat of her shorts. "Cock Thistle." 

Happy smirked and rolled his toothpick around in his mouth. Venus 
sashayed over to the pair and immediately began fussing over the 
state of Holly's hair. "Oh, Sweet Darling, when was the last time you 
used a brush on that mane of fire?" 

"It just needs to dry out and it'll be fine," she assured her 
absently. Jimmy took the opportunity to sidle up to her and she took 
a step closer to Venus. "How's it going. Holly?" 



"Super," she replied drily, giving him a fake smile. She really 
didn't like Jimmy. He came on way too strong and he was always 
getting in her face and just leaning in too close. He was smothering 
in a way that was completely different from Happy, but just as 
uncomfortable. It made her skin crawl sometimes, the way he looked at 
her. Like he was thinking of all the things he wanted to do to her. 

He was just so obvious about it. She didn't bother asking him how he 
was doing and directed her attention elsewhere. 

"Did you really have to be difficult for Killer?" 

"He started it," she argued back at Tig, waving him off. "I tried 
being polite-" Happy scoffed at that, leg still bouncing, and she 
shot him a glare and kicked his leg for good measure, "but you can 
clearly see what I had to work with." 

Holly settled down on the grass, crossing her legs under herself as 
everyone occupied the deck chairs and completely zoned out when the 
men began talking about their bikes, women, or whatever cars they 
were having trouble on at work. Lyla was busy talking to Venus about 
Red Woody. Once again. Holly was odd man out. Dropping her chin her 
hand, she mindless fiddled with her shoelace as she watched them all. 
She would much rather be at home studying. Or watching television. 

She wasn't really hungry and she wasn't really all that comfortable 
sitting around with everyone. There were too many people. 

And Jimmy was staring at her again. Only now Rat was with him and he 
had the same mean smirk on his face that Cammie Showalter had when 
she was talking shit about her from her table in the cafeteria. Rat 
really didn't like her for some reason and she was fine with it. She 
didn't like him either. 

Quinn mentioned something about Las Vegas and there was a chorus of 
laughter from some of the other men. She didn't ever want to know 
what they did in Vegas. That was just a recipe for disaster. 

"You apply to any colleges yet, " Tig asked suddenly from his place in 
front of the grill where he was flipping a couple New York strips. 
Holly nodded up at him. "Yeah, I'll probably end up out of state. 
Maybe. Probably go to a community college for the basics if-" She 
stopped talking mid-sentence and though Tig caught the suddenly 
watery expression on her face, he didn't comment on it. He merely 
nodded his head and continued on with what he was doing. "Sounds like 
you got it all figured out. You'll be a great veterinarian. Holly. 
You're good with animals. Cookie loves you." 

The dog in question looked up and over to her master from her place 
on the deck and her tail thumped hair against the wood. Holly snapped 
her fingers and beckoned the dog over. Cookie was lounging halfway in 
her lap in an instant. Holly gave her a quick hug and fawned over her 
silently while she watched Tig. 

"You sure you don't want a beer, kiddo?" Tig was always calling her 
pet names. So was Venus. It was like she was living next door to 
parents. They were always checking up on her. She kind of liked it. 

It was nice to know someone was looking out for her still when her 
Pop couldn't do it anymore. Cookie's tongue laved over the underside 
of her chin and Holly made a face as she wiped the dog's slobber from 
her face. "No, I don't drink." 



"Then what do you have beer at your place for? Who's drinking it that 
I gotta replace it every other day, huh? You got a boyfriend you're 
not telling me about." 

Holly refused to even glance in Happy's direction. He may not have 
been watching them, but she could tell just by his distant demeanor 
he was sure as hell listening. "No, but I have friends over 
sometimes . " 

"Like who?" 

" Just ... friends . We study." 

"Well, how come I never see any cars?" 

"I drive them because they don't have a car." 

"So, you have one friend who comes over all the time, that I've never 
met, who drinks all your beer." 

"Yes . " 

It was a serious stare down, but Holly refused to budge. Sure, her 
and Happy weren't exactly doing anything bad, but that didn't mean 
she wanted anyone knowing about it. Just thinking about all the 
questions and teasing made her want to cringe. Instead, she blinked 
up at Tig Trager with wide, innocent eyes. And he pinned her with a 
piercing look. "You're up to something." 

"Alexander, if Holly has a gentlemen caller, it is none of your 
business, " Venus chastised, coming up to him and lightly swatting his 
chest. Tig seemed slightly mollified by that. Venus was his soft 
spot. If you wanted Tig to do something or you wanted him to lay off 
you, you went to her and she took care of it. Venus turned to look at 
her with an overly romantic look in her eyes. "Young love may be 
fickle and fleeting but it can be full of passion and 
romance . " 

"Okay." What else was she supposed to say to that? Like hell did she 
expect someone like Happy Lowman, who liked her for her weed and 
nothing else, to show up on her doorstep with a dozen roses while he 
read her a sonnet. She didn't want anybody bringing her roses or 
reading her sonnets or taking her out to fancy restaurants or doing 
anything else considered romantic. That all sounded so awkward and 
unen joyable . 

"We all need a little romance in our live. Sugar." Sometimes, Holly 
wondered if Venus was psychic. Holly pretended she didn't understand 
what Venus was trying to tell her, but Venus seemed to see right 
through that as well and she simply smiled wider like she knew a hell 
of a lot more than she was letting on. Holly averted her gaze to 
Cookie and gave the pit bull's head a hug. Cookie liked hugs now. 
She'd hated them for a long time, but Holly had babied her for so 
long that she finally gave in and basked in any and all attention the 
eighteen year old was willing to dole out. 

"You're using protection right?" Of course there had been a lull in 
conversation through out the backyard. Holly might as well have set 
herself on fire because her face was hot with embarrassment and she 



imagined her face was as red as her hair at that point. 

"Alexander, such questions should not be asked of a young lady such 
as Holly in the presence of company such as this." 

"Or just ever, you know, " she muttered darkly to herself, trying to 
ignore the way everyone was staring holes into her body like they 
were trying to figure out just when she'd last had sex. It had been a 
while and she was going to keep it that way. 

When dinner was served. Holly ended up sandwiched between Quinn and 
Happy, with Jimmy sitting directly across from her, still staring. 
Only now, he looked somber, and she could just barely make out the 
indignation in his eyes as he watched her. She didn't even want to 
know what his problem was with her. She hadn't done anything and even 
if she did, it wasn't his business. None of it was anyone's 
business . 

"You're not much of a talker." Holly looked up at Quinn, who was 
watching her with an expression quite near identical to the one Happy 
always sported, but it was less intimidating. However, Quinn's size 
made up for that in spades. She scooted away from him in her seat, 
which he seemed to pick up on and he scoffed silently. Holly stabbed 
at her food with her fork and gave a timid shrug. "I try to avoid 
it . " 

"So what do you do when you're not in school?" 

"I work at the local shelter." 

Rat had his arms crossed over his chest looking unimpressed and hell 
bent on making her life miserable. "Oh, yeah, what do you do there? 
Are you one of those glorified puppy-petters ? " 

"No, " she said slowly, trying to figure out why he was always so 
Goddamn hostile toward her. "I actually spend all my time in the back 
office working on their archaic filing system. The other girl that 
works there has been trying to get in on it because it looks like 
easy work-which it is-but she doesn't even know how to use Goggle 
Search, so that's not happening." 

"They have any problems with over-crowding?" 

Holly dropped her fork on her plate, her appetite officially 
non-existent. "We're a kill shelter if that answers your question." 
She spoke quietly. The conversation around the table dimmed a bit at 
that and Chibs spoke up in an effort to add some levity. "Hap, where 
' ave you been disappearing off to?" 

"Had some business to take care of." While it was nice to know she 
wasn't the only one who was going to get the third degree about this, 
that didn't make her any less anxious. How much longer could they 
keep doing this before one of them got sick of all the questions and 
just put a stop to it? Holly liked having him around. It made her 
feel like she was being social without really putting a real effort 
in . 

The man in question was already finished eating and he was leaning 
back in his chair, fiddling with the toothpick in his mouth as he 
bounced his leg under the table. Sully poked his head up in between 



Happy's legs, causing him to bump into her leg roughly. She jerked 
her leg away violently, bothered by the feelings it stirred in her 
chest and abdomen. Happy didn't seem to notice as he rubbed Sully 
under chin with a small smile on his face. 

Another hour of useless small talk and Holly finally managed to slip 
away and over to her house. She collapsed on her couch, joint in 
hand, letting the relaxed sensation float through her entire being 
slowly. It was a nice feeling and all the tension release from her 
body slowly. Sometimes, she thought it felt just like floating on a 
raft in the middle of a pool. 

"Thought you had homework." 

She propped herself up on one elbow and looked at him. After the 
third degree she'd received, she'd fully expected him to keep his 
distance for either as long as possible or indefinitely. It was a 
ballsy move coming over as soon as she left. At least one person 
would have picked up on it. Holly, took a prolonged hit off the joint 
and toed her shoes off letting them fall over the side of the couch 
haphazardly. He gave her a dark look as he picked them up and sat 
them over near her bookcase. She smirked at him and moved to sit 
up . 

"I might just do it during first period. It's not that much." 

"Wanna finish the cat tonight?" 

"Yeah," she agreed finally and he fell onto the couch. Annoyed at him 
for usurping half of the space she'd been occupying. Holly stubbornly 
refused to move her legs dropping them across his lap with a bit of 
force. Instead of an angry curse followed by shoving like she had 
expected. Happy draped his arm over her legs like it was an everyday 
occurrence, his hand curving over the knob of her knee. Holly 
swallowed hard against the sudden dryness in her throat. This was 
getting out of hand and she had no idea how to get it to stop. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>"Hold his legs down! They keep popping up." In response to her 
command. Happy held the dead cat's forepaws to the sides more firmly 
and their was a crunch as the bones protested. "C'mon, you almost got 
it . "<p> 

Holly cracked the sternum open further and it snapped audibly. 

Neither of them were too bothered by the sound. "Okay, first, I need 
to separate the heart and the liver and the gall bladder. I can do 
that . " 

Happy watched intently as she carefully cut away the tissue 
connecting the organs. It was strange to watch someone else cutting 
something (or someone) open, removing whole organs, with their hands 
not covered in blood. Nobody was standing there with them flinching 
at every scream. It was nice in a morbid way. Calming. And the scowl 
of concentration she worse was a little attractive. 

He lowered his eyes to watch the scalpel move. She was so precise. He 
shifted in his chair, careful to keep a hold on the cat, and cleared 
his throat. He had to be one sick motherfucker to get this turned on 
by watching a girl dissect a fucking cat. An image of her helping him 



work, gloved hands covered in blood flashed through his mind and that 
made it worse. He really needed to distract himself from this. Let 
her work without him thinking dirty about her. That wasn't what he 
came here for. He came over to get stoned and enjoy the quiet. No way 
in hell was he here to get his dick wet. 

"So what ' d those bitches want at the diner last week?" 

She glanced up at him, her eyes flashing with surprise, but she 
answered anyway. "Some guy's gonna ask me to Winter formal. They 
wanted to know if I'm gonna say yes." 

"Winter formal? That like a dance or some shit?" 

Her lip curled in disgust and she nodded before she smiled 
triumphantly and laid the heart down on the table top. She quickly 
moved on to the liver, licking her lips. He had to make a conscious 
effort not to start bouncing his leg impatiently. "Well, you gonna 
go?" 

"Fuck no," she outright scoffed at the idea. "I'd have to buy a 
dress, get my hair done, nails. That's not my thing. And I don't even 
know the guy. I think we had one class together freshman year and 
that was it. We never even talked." 

She paused abruptly and looked up at him with thoughtful expression. 
"Did you ever go to a school dance?" 

He stared hard at her as if she had lost her mind. "No." 

She smirked at his immediate response. "Didn't think so. I can't 
really picture you in a tux." 

He'd never worn a tux in his life and he didn't plan on it ever. He 
glared at her anyway, but she had already focused her attention back 
on her work. "Okay, liver's out, gall bladder. Now I have to separate 
the stomach from the Pylorus." 

Once she was done, they sat back in their chairs, staring at the 
dismembered feline in silence. Happy crossed his arms over his chest. 
"Smells in here now." 

"Yeah, it's making my nose itch," Holly admitted, rubbing at the 
aforementioned appendage with her forearm and then she sniffled. He 
looked up at her. "I can get rid of this for you if you don't need it 
anymore . " 

"Yeah, we're gonna dissect another one this week, so I think I got 
enough practice." 

Happy let his eyes run over her, taking in her expression and her 
facial features. Holly leaned farther back in her chair reflexively 
and eyed him warily. "What?" 

"You know, when you become a vet, it'll be different," he told her 
quietly, "there'll be blood." 

She glowered at him then and crossed her arms before she pushed away 
from the table and went to dig some cleaning supplies from the 
cabinet below the kitchen sink. "Don't you think I know that? I 



know . " 


He nodded wordlessly and stood, gathering up the disemboweled cat 
carcass and tossed it in the plastic bag she gave him, bagging it in 
a second and third one. Holly sprayed down the kitchen table with 
disinfectant and scrubbed at it furiously. Either she was really 
serious about cleanliness or she was seriously pissed at him for 
implying she wouldn't be able to stomach her chosen career path. 

He reached for the doorknob and then turned to her at the last 
second, his mouth open before he even managed to process what he was 
doing, "You want me to come back?" 

Holly stopped to look up at him. Her long red hair had fallen out of 
her messy bun and she was halfway bent over the table. He could just 
barely make out the tiniest bit of cleavage hidden beneath her tank 
top. Smallish tits had never done anything for him, but hers were 
apparently a whole different story. 

"Would you listen to me?" 

"No, " he replied honestly, still trying to understand why he cared 
whether or not she wanted him to come back or not . He was probably 
going to crash on her couch regardless of what she said. And while 
this wasn't the first time she'd ever lived on her own, it was the 
first time she hadn't been surrounded by neighbors on all sides. It 
was kind of comforting having someone as intimidating and dangerous 
as Happy around. 

He was halfway out the door when her mouth opened and words she 
hadn't meant to speak came out. "You can come back!" 

They both froze, neither one knowing how to react to whatever was 
going on between them. The atmosphere was so much more charged and 
there was an urgency to it neither one was familiar with. Holly was 
the first to move. She tossed the cleaning supplies back under the 
sink and slammed the cabinet door loudly, breaking Happy out of 
whatever spell he too had been under. 

"Be back in an hour," he told her and slammed the door after himself. 
The sound was deafening and it should have made her jumped, but it 
didn't. Happy's Harley didn't start up right away and she'd figured 
out several days ago that he was rolling it down the street to keep 
Tig and Venus from hearing it and coming outside to investigate. That 
in itself was enough to make her feel like they had crossed some 
boundary they shouldn't have. But she chalked it up to the two of 
them liking their privacy. Any friendship the two of them had would 
be considered weird and questionable at best and there would be 
invasive questions. They didn't want to have to put up with that in 
the least . 

And everyone would just assume it was sexual when it wasn't. Happy 
was a good looking guy. The best looking member of SAMCRO in her 
opinion, but he was also a lot older than her and they had barely 
anything in common other than an astounding lack of social skills. 
Plus, she was very, very aware of how often Happy liked to mess 
around with the crow eaters. Since Tig had committed himself to Venus 
completely. Happy had taken top honors as the crow eater favorite and 
number one repeat "customer". 



And Lyla was ninety-nine percent sure that he was banging Diosa 
Norte's golden girl. Winsome. Lyla had told her that whenever there 
was a club party at Teller-Morrow, she was the one Happy always 
dragged back to the room. And he didn't kick her out. Holly didn't 
know why, but that bothered her a great deal and it left a very sour 
taste in her mouth. 

Deciding not to dwell on that particular train of thought. Holly went 
into the living room and gathered up her textbooks and papers, 
organizing them in her backpack, which she then sat on the kitchen 
table. She set about closing every window in the house before she 
finally retreated to her bed room to get ready for bed and then 
collapsed on the pile of blankets and pillows strewn over the 
mattress, letting out a sigh of contentment. She loved her bed, loved 
sleeping in it. It was heaven. 

Happy came back an hour later, just as he had said, to find Holly 
sprawled out in the middle of her bed above the covers. The overly 
large tee-shirt she was wearing had ridden up and he was reminded yet 
again of just how long her legs were. Without removing his kutte. 
Happy fell back on the couch and lapsed into sleep as well. 


6. Chapter 6 

**I don't own anything. All the characters belong to Kurt Sutter. I'm 
just playing with his toys. ** 

**You guys are seriously awesome. However, not to step on any toes, I 
won't be updating every day like I have been. It's not because I 
don't want to, but because this is chapter six and I'm still working 
on ten, so if I keeping updating at the rate I am, I'm going to run 
out of stuff to post and they'll be fewer and far between. Plus, 
while I can write a chapter in one day, that's not taking the time in 
that I have to sit there and re-read it and reread previous chapters 
to make sure I'm doing this story justice. And I have a life where I 
have to do things and while writing is what I would like to do all 
the time, it's just not feasible. I'm sorry. But I'm brimming with 
creativity for this story. Of the three I've posted, it's my 
favorite. So, no worries, I will keep posting, just not every day. 
I'll try to keep it to every other day or every two days. I promise 
I'm working as hard as I can on this.** 

**Read, review, and enjoy.** 

~k ~k ~k 

><p>6. Gossip<p> 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Holly had finally gotten all of the filing for 2015 up to date. 
She was celebrating by sitting at the front desk with her legs kicked 
up on the desk while she listened to "Silver Bells" playing on the 
adult contemporary station. There was tinsel garland hung all over 
the room, a miniature Santa perched on the counter, and a dish of 
Hershey's Peppermint kisses next to it . <p> 


Tonight was the Winter Formal. Despite the impression Cammie 
Showalter had given her, Aaron Foster had not asked her to go with 



him and she was relieved. In fact, she was happy to be stuck at the 
shelter de-worming stray puppies and kittens instead. Greg had been 
busy spaying and neutering the animals left and right with her help 
and now her scrubs smelled strongly of disinfectant and it was making 
her head ache. Coffee hadn't helped so she'd resorted to bottled 
water . 

It was two hours until closing and the only sound was coming from the 
radio. Holly was in heaven. The front door opened and she looked up 
with a frown when Jimmy came in through the door. He looked troubled. 
She sat up and looked at him over the high counter. "What are you 
doing here?" 

He frowned right back at her and then slowly ventured around the 
counter and held out a leash toward her. Cheech was at the other end, 
wagging his tail end happily as he looked up at her. "Happy and Quinn 
had to go on a run. Happy told me to drop him off with you." 

Holly took the leash from him and unclipped it. Cheech crawled under 
the desk and laid down obediently. She looked back up at Jimmy who 
was watching her with that same frown on his face. "You have any idea 
when they'll be back?" 

"A couple of days, " he guessed with a shrug, "maybe a week at the 
most . " 

"Think Tig or Chibs would mind if I dropped him and Sully off at the 
garage while I'm in school?" 

"No, it wouldn't be a big deal," he assured her, "they get along with 
Cookie, so I doubt he'd care." 

"Okay, cool," she replied and they fell into an awkward silence. 
Unable to stand it. Holly swiveled her chair toward him, dropping her 
feet onto the linoleum floor. Even though he wasn't giving her that 
creepy look he tended to, it was still bothersome the way he was just 
staring at her like he had something he really needed to say to 
her. "What's up, Jimmy?" 

He looked down at the floor and then up at her as he crossed his 
arms, obviously having trouble deciding whether or not he should say 
whatever it was he was thinking about saying. "So, are you and Happy 
like, friends, or something? I mean, he lets you watch his dog, but 
you guys aren't really around each other. But you guys act like 
you're cool with one another at Tig and Vee ' s . " 

"I guess we're friends," she said with a shrug of one shoulder. She 
fingered the edge of a manila folder that was sitting in a filing 
tray. It was full of papers waiting for Greg to sign them. Holly 
looked back to Jimmy, who was watching her like he was trying to 
figure out just what that meant. "I like his dog." 

"You know, he's been giving me a lot of shit lately," he admitted 
finally, "like, a lot. More than the other guys and I don't know why. 
I can't get patched in if the vote isn't unanimous." 

"That sucks." He nodded in agreement and leaned on the edge of the 
counter. "I really wanna patch in." 

"Then you gotta take all the shit he gives you. Every Prospect does. 



right?" He nodded his head absently at that and tapped the countertop 
thoughtfully. "I better go." 


"Okay, see ya, Jimmy." Holly watched him leave as he waved at her 
over his shoulder. She felt bad for him and that may have had to do 
with the fact that he hadn't been quite so creepy toward her for 
once. She let out a long sigh and reached down to pet Cheech, who 
eagerly bent forward. 

"I thought you said you didn't hang out with any of them." 

Holly jumped and turned to find Greg standing in the doorway of the 
office with a judgmental frown on his face. She mirrored his 
expression and faced him fully. "They're not bad people. And I don't 
really hang out with them all that much. Just some of their old 
ladies . " 

Greg didn't seem too pleased with that answer, but opted to change 
the subject. "Why didn't you ask off for that school dance? Janet 
did." 

Holly snorted derisively. "School dances aren't my thing. I don't 
really dig the whole school scene aside from the academic." 

"You're a very responsible young lady," he told her seriously, 
"there's not many a high school student who would pass up a dance in 
favor of work." 

She didn't say anything, just handed him the manila folder. "There's 
some stuff in there for you to sign." 

He took it from her without a word and disappeared back into the 
office and Holly propped her feet back up on the desk. "White 
Christmas" was now playing on the radio and she decided that once she 
got home she would bake some cookies and watch "Home Alone" with the 
dogs . It was shaping up to be a good night . 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Holly really loved Christmas. It was her favorite time of year 
and she'd strung twinkle lights through-out every room in her house 
and even managed to talk Tig into stringing them up outside. Sure, no 
one would be driving up their street to see it, but it was really 
only for her and she enjoyed them and that was all that mattered. 
While the house was crowded with two large dogs, it was still as 
homey as ever and it was nice having to canines cuddled up around her 
while she worked on the mountains of homework she'd been assigned 
over the break. <p> 

She'd even mustered up the courage to spend a few hours at the 
clubhouse to help Lyla keep the kids entertained, which had been 
tiring but not as much of a drag as she'd thought. Mostly, she played 
Xbox with Kenny and Piper while Lyla and Ellie bonded over boys and 
haircare products. She'd even let them mess with her hair while she 
played Halo and Call of Duty. It had been a lot more fun that she'd 
expected . 

"Oh, hey, is Happy back?" Holly looked up from her game to see 
Winsome walk in through the front Clubhouse door. She'd spotted 
Cheech laying out behind Holly on the floor. Holly turned back to her 



game just as Kenny blew her up with a grenade while he cackled. 
"Little shit, " she muttered under her breath and he laughed even 
louder . 

Lyla was busy pulling Ellie's hair up in a high ponytail as she 
answered. "No, he's still on a run with Quinn." 

"Then what's his dog here for," the brunette asked, clearly confused. 
Holly rolled her eyes, decidedly keeping out of the conversation. She 
didn't want anything to do with Winsome or her relationship with 
Happy. Just thinking about it made her stomach clench bad enough that 
she felt like she might be sick. It also made her want to punch them 
both in the face, which was very disconcerting. 

"He left him with Holly." 

"Why?" Her tone was accusatory and her eyes narrowed at the back of 
Holly's head. Holly glared up at the television screen. Lyla answered 
for her thankfully. "Because that's who he always leaves Cheech with. 
You know that." 

"I thought they were coming back today." 

Holly zoned out of the conversation and Piper leaned in to whisper in 
her ear. "Mom can't stand her, either." 

She blinked her hazel eyes at him in surprise and Piper smiled at her 
kindly. Piper was incredibly empathetic toward others. It was one of 
the first things she'd learned about him. He was also the 
shyest . 

The loud rumble of Harleys pulling into the lot broke the pair from 
the silent conversation they were having and Lyla looked over at 
Winsome with a bland expression. "There they are." 

Instead of leaving like Holly had hoped, the petite escort seated 
herself at the bar. Holly went back to her game, Kenny shoved her and 
she fumbled with her controller, dropping it. She cursed, while Kenny 
cackled and mowed her down with a needier. She grabbed him in a 
headlock. "You little cheat," she exclaimed, laughing at him. 

"You suck at this game. Holly!" 

"I do not! I haven't played in years and you're cheating," she said, 
sticking her nose in the air. Kenny grinned up at her and she 
smiled . 

The clubhouse door slammed open and Cheech was on his feet and 
whining happily as his owner stomped into the room followed by Quinn. 
Happy rubbed the dog under the jaw. "Hey Buddy." He dropped his bag 
near the couch and crouched down in front of Cheech, patting and 
rubbing down the dog with a small smile on his face. He turned toward 
Holly, his eyes locking immediately with hers and she wondered how 
he'd known where she was without having looked before. "Has he been 
good? " 

"He's always good. You know Sully 's the troublemaker." Happy seemed 
to scoff in agreement at that answer and it made her grin. 

"Everything go okay?" 



"Fucking cakewalk." 


He reached over and unzipped his duffle, digging around in it. He 
pulled out something wrapped in cellophane and tossed it to her. 
"Merry Christmas, Holly." 

Holly grabbed it out of the air and turned it over in her hands, 
blinking. She had no idea what to make of this, of him openly giving 
her gifts. "Are these what I think they are?" 

The grin he gave her could only be described as shit-eating. "Had 
Bowie's old lady whip them up for you. Told her to make them 'extra 
special'. And there's fudge." 

"That was really ... thought ful of you," she managed to stumble over 
her words. Everyone was staring at her openly. "Thanks, Happy." 

He shrugged like it was no big deal, but she could tell he knew that 
he was the only one who would see it that way. He was watching Cheech 
studiously. "Ain't no big deal. Had to pay you back for watching my 
dog somehow." 

"I'll watch him for you next time if you want. Happy," Winsome told 
him, her voice soft and sweet as she flashed him a wide smile that 
was every inch as innocent as she wasn't. Holly heard Lyla snort in 
disgust behind her. Piper leaned over and whispered in her ear. "Told 
you Mom hates her." 

Happy didn't even bother to look up. "No, he likes Holly the most. 

And I know she'll take care of him." 

Holly didn't understand why, but knowing Happy trusted her with 
something so important to him made her feel extremely warm all over 
and it did wonders for her ego. He zipped up his duffle and hauled it 
over his shoulder as he stood and disappeared down the hall toward 
his room with Winsome trotting right after him, her heels clacking 
against the floor and setting Holly's teeth on edge. Holly turned 
back to the television and Kenny picked up the controller with a 
muttered "finally!" 

The redhead shoved him in the shoulder playfully and mussed his 
hair . 

"_What was **that**_, " Lyla breathed out from her place on the couch, 
her eyes were the size of dinner plates as both she and Ellie gaped 
openly. Holly shrugged as nonchalantly as possible, though her 
movements came out more jerky than she had intended. "He usually buys 
me beer when I watch Cheech. Guess he was just trying to even it up a 
bit since I watch him so much." 

"No, " Lyla argued, drawing the one syllable word out as much as 
possible. "He was trying to use it as an excuse to give you a 
_Christmas present_! " 

"I think he said that as a joke." 

"Are you guys, like, seeing each other," Lyla asked, ignoring Holly's 
excuses and openly questioning her. Holly shook her head back and 
forth almost violently. "No, we are not." 



"Are you guys... you know," she asked significantly, and Holly's eyes 
widened. "We are definitely _not_ doing _that_. " 

"Why not? Remember what you said?" 

She frowned at her friend then. "Yeah, and I also said that didn't 
mean I wanted to. You asked a hypothetical question and I gave you an 
answer . " 

"So you're saying if you were given the opportunity, you'd wouldn't? 
You'd turn him down?" 

Holly opened and closed her mouth several times. She hadn't even 
considered it a possibility, what she would do or say if it ever came 
down to it. The thought had never crossed her mind. Yeah she was 
attracted to him physically. Happy was nice to look at, but that 
didn't mean she wanted to sleep with him. Not up until now. Lyla was 
filling her head full of ideas she didn't want to entertain in the 
least. It made things complicated and she had a good thing going. 
"That's neither here nor there, Lyla. It's not going to happen. Ever. 
So just drop it and move on." 

Lyla's expression was completely crestfallen and even Ellie looked a 
little disappointed. "But why? I mean he ' s . . . nice . " 

"Nice," Holly choked out on a laugh. "That's the word you use to 
describe Happy Lowman? Nice? Why not intense, aloof? Abrasive! 
Abrasive would be the best word for him." She smiled smugly to 
herself, glad that she was able to throw Lyla's own description of 
the man back in her face. 

The corners of Lyla's mouth pulled down into a frown. "You're not 
wrong, but you guys seem to get along." 

"I also get along with Tig and Chibs and Quinn and Jimmy, but I'm not 
going to sleep with any of them either, " Holly pointed out as she 
turned to focus back on the game. Kenny was still kicking her ass and 
it was time for payback if she could manage to pull it off. The kid 
was damn good. "That kind of stuff complicates things. Emotions, life 
choices, work, school. You know I'm right. I've seen that play out 
and I've experienced it, too. 

"This is my Senior year and I've got a lot riding on it. My GPA is 
sitting right at a 4.0, I can't afford to just sacrifice precious 
time that I could spend on studying to deal with a relationship or 

non-relationship. This is important to me. It's my future. Which will 

last way more than some fling with a biker." 

Lyla pursed her lips and watched her friend sadly. "Why are you 
putting so much pressure on yourself?" 

"Because I want this, Lyla. I want it really bad," she explained 
quietly, "look, I know it may not seem like a big deal if I don't 
keep a perfect GPA going, but it's important to me. I need this for 
me. I need it more than I need some guy telling me I'm pretty or 

whatever just so he can get in my pants." 

"I think it's cool of you," Ellie said quietly and the other four 
turned to look at her. She gave Holly a weak smile. "My Dad and Mom 
dropped out of high school to have me. I'm going to finish high 



school. I have to, too. 


Holly nodded in understanding. Lyla was looking at her step-daughter, 
speechless. "Ellie, you'll finish high school. I'm going to make sure 
of it . " 

Holly tossed the controller down and glared over at Kenny, who was 
smiling at her smugly. She rolled her eyes and then stood up, 
stretching and she reached for her messenger bag. She pulled it open 
and took out the folded up scrubs she'd packed. "I gotta get ready 
for work. I promised Janet I'd cover her shift so she could go on 
some date . " 

"It's your only day off this week," Lyla complained, "I thought we 
could go shopping with Vee later. I asked Chibs to watch the kids and 
everything ! " 

"Yeah, but I need the money. I've got bills to pay and college to 
save for." She held up the clothes. "I gotta change. Can you watch 
Sully until my shift is over?" 

Lyla nodded and Holly went into the clubhouse bathroom, locking the 
door. She changed as quickly as she could and then unlocked the door, 
stepping out into the hall. Just as she shut the door behind herself, 
balancing her folded up clothes on one hand, the door across the hall 
opened and Winsome stumbled out the door as she pulled up one of the 
shoulder straps on her dress and tried to pat down her hair. Winsome 
smirked when she caught sight of Holly, whose eyebrows had risen 
clear into her hairline. It was pretty clear what she'd been doing in 
there. Holly didn't like the way it made her stomach drop and turn 
over. Or the way she felt like storming into Happy's room and asking 
what the hell he was playing at (she didn't care... did she?) 

"Don't act like you're not jealous," She sneered up at the teenager 
before her. Holly choked as she tried to smother down a laugh, 
feeling uncharacteristically irate. Why should she be pissed about 
what she'd been doing and who she'd been doing it with? Why? She was 
pissed. Which was crazy and kind of hilarious when she didn't think 
about how sad and pathetic it actually was. Happy Lowman and his army 
of skanks were really starting to become a problem. 

"Yes, because giving mediocre blowjobs is every girl's dream," Holly 
bit out meanly, feeling herself smirk when Winsome's face flushed 
with indignity. She raised her hand flat in the air and then held it 
up over the woman before her, letting it hover over Winsome's head as 
she slowly lowered it to within an inch of her hair. "Such little 
dreams for such a little person." 

"At least I know how to please a man," the tiny brunette scoffed. "I 
doubt you'd know what a dick was even if someone shoved one up your 


"Anal sex jokes, cute." Holly narrowed her eyes. "Is Winsome your 
real name? Because I doubt you were named for your absolutely 
'winning' personality." 

Winsome let out a squeak of outrage and Holly rolled her eyes. "Look, 
I would love to stick around and listen to more of your completely 
savage insults, but I've got to get to work." 



She turned to leave when Winsome, grabbed her arm and tugged her 
back. "You know, he'll never love you." 

Holly shook her off and let out a sigh. "No. But he'll never love 
you, either. And unlike you, I don't care." 

And for the most part, she really didn't. 

~k ~k ~k 


><p>Holly was not in the mood to listen to Janet about her date with 
her new boyfriend, Andy. He was second string on the varsity football 
team and while he sounded like an alright guy, what Janet was saying 
made it sound like she was using him as a stepping stone toward the 
threshold of popularity . <p> 

They were in the middle of washing a border collie mix that was being 
very difficult and their scrubs were nearly soaked through, but Janet 
would not stop talking to focus on what they were doing. That was why 
they were soaked in the first place. Greg had left for the day, but 
was on call if they needed him. 

"We're going to Aaron Foster's New Year's Eve party," the girl told 
her excitedly, "You're friends with him. You should come with 
us ! " 

"I am not friends with Aaron Foster," she said as she tried to hose 
the dog down and rinsed the soap from its thick fur, "I don't even 
know what he looks like." 

"He's a running-back on varsity! You know, dark hair, blue eyes, 
really tall! He sat behind you in Chemistry!" 

Holly was at a loss and she squinted into the distance as she tried 
in vain to put a face to his name. Finally, she shook her head. "I 
have no idea who this guy is, Janet. I'm telling you, I've never 
talked to him . " 

Janet shrugged and ran her fingers through the dog's coat, trying to 
help push off more of the soap. "Well, I guess it doesn't matter 
since you're seeing that biker." 

Holly inadvertently dropped the hose and bent to retrieve it quickly. 
"What the fuck? No, I'm not!" 

"That's not what Cammie Showalter and Tiffany Thompson have been 
telling everyone." 

"Oh yeah, what exactly have they been telling everyone?" That was 
just the partially digested cherry on the shitcake, wasn't it? 

"That they saw you eating breakfast at the diner with the one with 
the tattoo on his head, " she practically whispered, "_did 
you_? " 

Holly visibly cringed. Oh my God, how many people were talking about 
this? Was it just people at school? What if kids had told their 
parents? What if the whole town knew?! "Yeah, but I was there eating 
and he just came in and sat at my booth like I fucking invited him or 
something when I didn't!" 



Janet let out a high-pitched squeal, scaring the border collie mix, 
and it started to squirm even more. Janet held it more firmly in 
place, never moving her eyes away from Holly, who could feel herself 
turning red with shame. "So, you guys are talking, right? Like, 
_talking_ talking, right? That is so cool. You're talking to an older 
man . " 

"No, I'm not!" Holly was mildly repulsed by the accusation. Mildly. 
This was so bad. "He's like forty. That's really weird." But _they_ 
were weird. Ugh. 

"You know, I bet that's why Cammie ' s been on your case so much at 
school lately," Janet informed her thoughtfully. "Dating one of the 
guys in the club gives you a lot of pull in this town. And it tells 
people you're a freak in the sack. You know, cause they have all 
those girls that will do whatever they want with no strings attached. 
People think it means you're amazing in bed if one of them is willing 
to make you their girlfriend." 

"You know they still get to sleep with those skanks even after they 
make you their old lady." 

"Really?" Janet's face scrunched up in disgust when Holly nodded and 
her shoulders dropped. "That's disgusting. No way in hell would I 
touch one of those guys. Can you imagine how many STDs you'd be at 
risk for?" 

Holly scoffed in agreement and they started drying off the collie. 
Half a dozen dogs later and they were done for the day. By the time 
Holly got home, she was exhausted and she barely managed to drag 
herself into the shower. She staggered back into her bedroom and got 
dressed and then fell back on the couch, sifting through the pile of 
mail on her coffee table. 

A bright red envelope caught her attention and she plucked the car 
from the pile as Sully jumped up onto the couch beside her. She wound 
her arm around the dog and kissed his head as she opened the envelope 
and pulled out the Hallmark Christmas card inside. All it said inside 
was "Season's Greetings" and no one had signed it. She flipped the 
card over and over in her hand, trying to find any hint of who it 
could have been that had sent it. There was no return address on the 
bright red envelope the card had arrived in and finally, she dropped 
them both on the coffee table without another thought. It was 
probably from the bank or some other business trying to pull in more 
customers . 

She perked up when she managed to find a channel playing "It's a 
Wonderful Life" and she stretched out on the couch, resting her head 
on Sully's stomach. She was fast asleep within minutes. 


End 
f ile . 



